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<nr*HIS  world  of  ours  is  the  Shadow-Show.     We 

•*•      men    and   women    are    the    silhouettes   on   the 

curtain.     Adjusted   to    hidden    wires    by  the  finest 

mechanism,   we  are  seen  to  be    dancing  furiously ; 

and  this  we  call  life. 

A  Shadow-Show  indeed!  And  the  sense  of  our 
unreality  at  times  overpowering.  What  are  we  ? 
Whence  do  we  come  ?  What  does  it  all  mean  ? 
The  stage  is  fantastic,  and  the  players  ;  the  only 
real  thing  is  that  mechanism  of  wires  which  science 
calls  the  "  reign  of  law." 

"  For  man  is  man,  and  master  of  his  fate"  sings 
the  poet,  and  Smiles,  Lubbock,  and  other  genial  ana 
wealthy  persons  chortle  in  the  same  strain.  But  old 
Omar  knew  better,  and  men  of  the  calibre  of  ALschylus 
and  Shakespeare  and  Ibsen  have  always  known ; 
free-will  is  very  nearly  an  illusion. 

We  are  puppets.  We  are  the  sum  of  all  dead 
men,  the  sport  of  all  past  happenings.  We  are 
present  links  in  the  endless  chain  of  cause  and  effect, 
and  as  our  structure  is,  so  does  our  life  inexorably 
unfold. 

Given  the  structure  a,  a  man  will  rush  into  the 
world's  arena  and  succeed ;  given  /3,  some  weak  link 
is  indicated,  and  he  will  fail.  An  atom  the  more, 
and  a  man  will  enter  the  Church,  marry,  and  breed 
an  immense  family ;  one  the  less,  and  he  will  find 
himself  in  prison  for  burglary.  A  Lord  Shaftesbury 


and  a  Charles  Peace,  a  Father  Damien  and  a  Ravachol 
— in  how  much  do  they  differ?  In  a  cerebral  con- 
volution the  eye  cannot  measure,  in  a  certain  molecular 
instability,  so  inevitable,  were  it  understood,  as  to 
chasten  our  judgments  for  evermore.  "  To  understand 
all  is  to  pardon  all"  said  the  wise  Frenchman,  giving 
voice  to  the  profoundest  of  our  maxims. 

The  reign  of  law  is  inexorable.  The  wires  that 
hold  us  never  break.  Yet  from  that  source  whence 
all  things  flow,  a  source  no  man  knoweth,  come  to 
us  philosophy  and  humour — alleviatives ;  they  are 
the  anti-friction  grease  for  the  mechanism,  and  I 
commend  them  at  all  times  to  your  use. 

The  stage  setting  of  the  Shadow-Show  is  extra- 
ordinarily beautiful.  A  dawn  on  the  Karroo,  the 
higher  Alps  outlined  by  moonlight,  a  spring  morning 
in  Kashmir,  a  drive  over  the  uplands  of  Java,  a 
bougainvillcea  seen  in  the  Dictators  garden  at  Caracas, 
are  worth  all  the  pains  of  our  puppetdom.  A  favoured 
one,  I  have  stood  in  the  wings  nearly  all  my  life^ 
and  have  seen  the  mounting  of  a  thousand  tableaux; 
I  have,  indeed,  viewed  our  beautiful,  unreal  world 
from  end  to  end. 

Here,  then,  I  present  myself— as  Showman  ;  whose 
moods  pass,  as  the  shadows  themselves,  whose  assets 
are  travel  and  reflection — knowledge  of  many  lands 
and  many  peoples;  whose  qualities  are  a  little 
philosophy,  a  little  humour,  some  tolerance,  a  worship 
of  Nature,  and  a  love  of  his  fellows  ;  yet,  suck  as  these 
things  are,  they  came  to  me  slowly,  apprenticeship  to 
the  Shadow-Show  being  a  life's  work. 


THE  SHADOW-SHOW 

CHAPTER    I 
A  SHOWMAN   IN  THE   MAKING 

I  HAVE  led  a  glorious  life.  Of  all  the  men  I  have 
known,  who  has  been  so  free,  who  has  revelled 
in  this  beautiful  world  as  I  ?  What  dawns  I 
have  seen  !  What  rivers  I  have  sailed  on,  down 
to  what  seas  1  I  have  traversed  the  forests,  the 
food  belts,  the  deserts,  the  high  ranges  ;  I  have 
passed  from  the  tropics  to  the  arctic,  from  the 
tundra  plains  back  to  the  rice  fields  ;  I  have  been 
to  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  look  back  on  a 
great  and  splendid  phantasmagoria. 

My  thoughts  will  not  be  controlled  to-night,  and  as 
I  write,  on  this  sick-bed  in  Warsaw,  it  is  the  little 
incidents  that  crowd  on  me.  Well !  I  take  them 
as  they  come. 

On  a  Christmas  afternoon,  in  the  country  behind 
Manilla,  I  watched  cock-fighting.  In  a  great 
bamboo  structure  some  two  thousand  Filipinos 
and  myself  sat,  lost  to  the  world.  There  were  a 
hundred  cocks,  the  din  was  hideous,  and  the 
betting  high.  I  have  spent  many  a  worse  Christmas. 
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I  was  in  the  first  motor-car  that  penetrated  the 
sombre  Death  Valley,  on  the  Nevada  boundary  line. 
We  went  to  value  a  "prospect"  in  the  Funeral 
Range  that  I  had  already  named  the  "  Shadow  "  ; 
but  it  failed  to  satisfy,  and  we  returned  over  the 
great  desert. 

Passing  once  through  Chicago,  at  the  height  of 
her  municipal  corruption,  the  posters  of  a  "  French 
Ball,"  patronized  by  the  city  fathers,  took  me.  My 
baggage  had  gone  astray  ;  but  I  went  to  the  Jews 
with  $2.50,  and  presently  appeared,  in  hired  gar- 
ments, at  the  ball.  Waiving  introductions,  I 
danced  through  the  programme,  and  while  the 
band  played  the  newly  composed  "  Georgia 
Camp  Meeting,"  supped  with  a  notoriously  corrupt 
alderman  and  two  ladies  of  less  municipal  status 
than  humour,  spending  one  of  the  nights  of  my 
life. 

I  lay  in  the  Connemara  Hotel,  Madras.  It  was 
the  dead  of  a  stifling  night,  and  save  for  my  waving 
punkah  all  was  still.  Sitting  outside  my  door,  a 
wretched,  casteless  creature  pulled  this  punkah  the 
long  night  through,  receiving  for  her  labour,  and 
that  thankfully,  the  sum  of  fourpence.  A  woman 
did  this !  while  I,  a  strong  man,  my  vitals  primed 
with  boiled  brisket  of  beef,  lay  easy  in  my  bed. 
And  as  I  lay  I  reflected  why  these  things  should  be  ; 
why  one  must  be  up  and  the  other  down,  yet  in 
what — if  we  both  stood  at  the  Judgment  Seat — in 
what  was  I  this  poor  creature's  real  superior  ?  The 
hours  passed.  The  punkah  moved  steadily  ;  it  was 
now  six  o'clock,  and  the  dawn.  I  rose,  and  taking 
from  the  table  a  tin  of  chocolates,  laid  it  in  her 
hands.  She  tasted  one,  and  began  to  wolf  them 
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greedily  down  :  "Joy  cometh  in  the  morning"  was 
written  on  her  hideous  physiognomy. 

I  was  breakfasting  in  a  garden.  It  lay  in  Seoul, 
capital  of  Korea,  and  was  enclosed  on  three  sides 
by  the  palace  walls.  My  host  told  me  of  the 
intrigues  of  the  court,  the  struggle  against  the 
domination  of  Japan,  the  murder,  by  Japanese,  of 
the  Empress,  and  the  schemes  of  the  Emperor  to 
be  free.  Pointing  to  the  roof  of  a  small  pavilion,  but 
thirty  yards  distant,  he  said  :  "  The  Emperor  stays  in 
there,  in  terror  of  his  life.  Three  nobles,  sworn  to 
guard  his  person,  sleep  by  turns  on  the  threshold. 
Thrice  he  has  tried  to  escape  over  the  wall  and 
seek  protection  with  me.  The  last  time,  late  one 
night,  he  nearly  succeeded.  His  hand  was  on  the 
coping,  and  his  royal  outline  stood  out  clearly. 
But  before  he  could  jump,  rude  Japanese  hands 
reached  up,  clutching  him,  and  with  a  cry  he  fell 
backward." 

At  two  o'clock,  one  night  in  the  year  1902,  there 
was  a  running  of  police  through  the  streets  of  Lima  ; 
their  whistles  were  blowing,  and  somewhere  beyond 
the  plaza  a  bugle  rang  out.  What  did  the 
authorities  fear  ?  Was  it  those  shrill  cries  raised 
in  the  night  ?  It  is  true  that  the  sinister  and 
pock-marked  Casceres,  ex- President,  was  back  that 
week  from  Paris ;  it  is  true,  moreover,  that  a 
political  rival  from  the  mountains  was  just  then 
threatening  to  march  on  the  capital.  But  that 
night,  at  least,  Peru  was  not  in  danger.  A  breath- 
less figure,  lacking  coat  and  hat,  that  stole  within 
the  deep  shadows  of  the  cathedral,  and  later  reached 
Hotel  Maury  unseen,  could,  if  he  would,  have 
thrown  some  light. 
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I  was  staying  in  Melbourne,  and  a  request  came 
from  a  leading  paper  to  write  a  critical  article  on  the 
mining  industry  of  Victoria.  "Ah,"  I  thought, 
master  of  my  subject,  "  I  will  show  these  colonials 
how  things  are  done  1 "  I  wrote,  and  sent  it  in. 
It  duly  appeared ;  not  my  strong  and  reasoned 
critique,  but  an  emasculated  thing  of  appalling 
flabbiness. 

"  Why  have  you  done  this  ?  "  I  asked.  "  I  had 
your  word  you  would  alter  nothing." 

"  Yes,  we  know ;  but  we  didn't  like  to  offend 
advertisers.  But  your  article  is  causing  discussion  ; 
here  are  three  letters  for  you." 

I  opened  them.  Two  were  from  lunatics,  and 
incoherent ;  and  the  third,  that  took  an  hour  to 
read,  from  a  geological  crank.  It  was  quite  irrele- 
vant, and  left  me  mentally  dazed  and  jaded. 

My  article  fell  utterly  flat,  and  remained  so  ;  but 
that  it  was  at  least  read  and  pondered  over  by 
three  madmen  I  have  to  this  day  irrefragable 
evidence. 

Here,  again,  is  the  bull-ring  in  the  City  of  Mexico. 
The  procession  has  entered,  the  "  Carmen  "  music 
has  been  played,  and  Mazzantini,  the  famous  torrero, 
has  been  acclaimed  ;  bulls  lie  dead,  and  a  dozen 
gored  horses  have  been  dragged  away.  Ten,  it 
may  be  twenty,  thousand  people  crowd  the  tiers, 
the  men  sodden  with  pulque,  the  women  gloating 
on  the  flowing  blood  and  longing  for  a  human 
death.  All  are  shouting,  swearing,  spewing,  and 
the  reek  of  gore  and  of  filthy,  bestial,  gloating 
humanity  is  almost  overpowering.  But  above  the 
roofs,  utterly  pure  and  lovely  in  the  southern  sky, 
two  snowpeaks  stand  out,  mute,  yet  insistently 
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calling  men's  thoughts  to  the  best.  A  vivid  contrast 
this,  if  ever  there  was  contrast.  Yet  it  was  more  ; 
this  clinching  of  abstractions  was  the  old  struggle  of 
good  with  evil,  of  Ormuzd  with  Ahriman,  fighting 
for  men's  souls  on  the  sunlit  plains  of  Old  Mexico. 

Who,  having  seen,  has  not  felt  the  glory  of 
the  high  white  mountains  ?  Not  alone  of  these 
two  in  Mexico — Popocatapetl,  and  that  other 
which  may  not  be  spelled — but  of  Chimborazo, 
seen  from  the  coasts  of  Ecuador,  of  Aconcagua, 
from  the  bay  of  Valparaiso,  of  Illimani  and  So- 
rata,  rising  from  the  Bolivian  plateau,  of  Kinchin- 
junga,  seen  from  Darjeeling,  of  that  ring  that  shuts 
in  Kashmir,  of  Elburz  and  the  Jungfrau,  of  Fuji, 
seen  from  Lake  Hakone,  of  Rainier,  rising  behind 
Tacoma,  and  of  Egmont  in  the  country  beyond 
New  Plymouth. 

But  for  the  mountain  view  most  glorious,  stand 
in  Arequipa's  plaza,  in  Southern  Peru  ;  the  peaks 
that  rise  up  behind  her  cathedral  are  peerless. 

And  the  beauty  of  falling  water !  It  needs  no 
eclectic  to  choose  for  us  Nature's  masterpiece. 
On  Zambesi  River  you  shall  find  it,  where  the 
Victoria  Falls  descend  into  the  mist.  Drenched 
by  spray,  I  stood  in  the  Rain  Forest,  over  against 
the  cataract.  The  waters,  near  a  mile  in  length, 
were  hurled  thundering  into  space,  my  eyes  fail- 
ing to  pierce  the  depths  where  they  descended. 
A  double  rainbow  hovered — hovers  for  ever — 
above  the  chasm,  guarding  by  day  as  Pillar  of 
Fire  once  guarded  by  night ;  and  in  this  filament 
dwells  'Nkulu  'Nkulu,  Great  Spirit  of  the  Waters, 
receiving  from  strong  white  men — agnostics — a 
worship  denied  to  the  hierarchy  of  Jehovah. 
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Nature's  second  masterpiece  is  that  view  from 
the  mountains  behind  Rio  Janeiro ;  where  earth 
and  sea,  mountains,  lagoons,  primaeval  forests,  a 
dense  tropic  verdure,  and  a  great  city  lie  spread 
at  one's  feet.  Rio  Janeiro  is  the  haven  of  the 
world.  Not  all  the  others  may  so  much  as  touch 
the  hem  of  her  garment ;  not  Stockholm,  entered 
from  the  Baltic,  not  Naples,  not  Sydney,  not 
Stamboul,  nor  Sitka,  nor  Galle,  nor  the  Romsdal ; 
she  stands  alone,  unapproached. 

In  a  wooded  park,  outside  the  walls  of  Peking, 
rise  the  shrines  of  the  Temple  of  Heaven,  purely 
classic,  the  gem  of  all  China.  While  we  still 
lived  in  forests  the  Chinese  had  evolved  the  highest 
order  of  beauty,  and  ever  since  have  dominated 
the  Far  East  in  art.  From  the  temple  of  Con- 
fucius in  Peking,  to  the  least  roof  or  arch  or 
gateway  in  the  Empire,  the  lines  of  Chinese  art 
are  austere,  reserved,  and  yet  the  creations  of  an 
absolute  perception.  Japanese  art  and  beauty  is 
but  a  transplanted  cutting  of  Chinese.  The  shrines 
at  Nikko,  where  the  dead  Shoguns  lie  in  the 
cryptomeria  forest,  are  Chinese  shrines ;  the  small 
temples  in  Korea,  in  whose  groves  I  have  heard 
cuckoos  calling  in  the  spring,  are  Chinese  temples. 
Even  as  far  away  as  Siam,  though  bastardized  by 
an  effeminate  people,  Chinese  artistic  influence  is 
supreme ;  Wat  Prakeo,  the  royal  temple  of  Bang- 
kok, is  Chinese  in  every  line. 

Nor  have  I  told  of  Taj  Mahal,  in  its  garden 
by  the  Jumna — that  one  perfect  shrine.  Among 
the  buildings  of  men  there  is  nothing  like  this. 
The  monuments  of  this  very  India — Mount  Abu, 
Chitoor,  Kutub  Minar,  Madura,  Tanjore,  .the 


Mosque  of  Wazir  in  Lahore,  and  the  Shwe  Dagon 
— these  wonderful  and  romantic  piles,  cannot  dim 
her  glory,  and  if  the  shrine  by  Peking  be  named 
Heaven's  Temple,  the  Taj  is  the  very  Vestibule  of 
Paradise. 

To  some  of  us,  who  have  failed  to  find  God  among 
the  theologians,  Nature  alone  is  left.  In  Nature  we 
find  the  "  Permeating  Essence ";  standing  before 
her  greatest  works,  we  see  God  Himself.  I  enter  no 
church  ;  but  I  have  worshipped  in  the  Rain  Forest, 
in  the  hills  behind  Rio,  on  the  plaza  of  Arequipa, 
on  Lake  Lucerne  in  the  early  days  of  June,  and  in 
the  cherry  groves  of  Japan.  I  have  worshipped  at 
Cintra,  by  the  Temple  of  Heaven,  and  before  the 
Taj.  I  worshipped  with  the  people  of  Samarkand 
in  the  mosque  of  Tila  Khan.  They  cried  on  Allah  ; 
my  prayer  went  to  the  God  who  gave  colour  and 
that  balmy  autumn  air,  who  gave  the  old  Persians 
art  and  me  perception. 

My  parents'  home  lay  at  the  base  of  the  Eildon 
Hills,  in  the  South  of  Scotland.  Thence,  when 
twelve  years  old,  I  was  sent  to  a  preparatory  school 
in  Worcestershire,  a  featureless  youth,  with  red 
hair,  above  the  average  in  sports,  below  it  in 
scholarship,  cutting  no  figure  to  speak  of.  I  was 
very  fond  of  music,  and  was  invited,  in  my  second 
term,  to  the  supper  of  the  school  choir,  held  three 
times  a  year,  where  the  authorities  had  set  out  an 
extremely  good  repast.  I  joined  the  choir  next 
day. 

The  headmaster,  a  peppery  clergyman,  hit  me 
once  in  a  fit  of  anger,  so  that  I  slipped  and  fell. 
Though  not  hurt,  my  fall  frightened  him ;  helping 
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me  to  rise,  this  contrite,  bearded  person  of  fifty 
kissed  me — but  on  the  whole  my  school  life  was 
not  unhappy. 

An  overcharged  nervous  system  prohibited 
thoughts  of  a  public  school ;  a  generous  father 
sent  me  to  travel  instead,  and  I  started  off  in  1885 
for  Australia. 

The  ship  was  one  of  the  Aberdeen  wool  clippers, 
a  sailer,  and  a  cockleshell  on  the  waters ;  after  we 
had  dropped  the  pilot  off  Plymouth,  in  a  heavy 
sea,  I  retired  below,  with  a  foretaste  of  hell,  and 
was  seen  no  more  of  men  for  three  weeks. 

It  was  a  weary  voyage ;  for  seventy-five  days  we 
saw  no  land,  and  the  thirty  passengers,  cooped 
physically  and  mentally,  came  to  present  an  acute 
study  in  humanity.  There  was  a  nest  under  the 
bowsprit  where  a  boy  might  retire  with  a  book, 
but  for  sedater  people,  aft,  there  could  be  but 
satiety  and  reaction.  I  had  been  put  under  the 
care  of  a  young  physician,  returning  to  Australia 
to  practise,  whose  passage  my  father  paid.  Begin- 
ning on  the  brandy  in  my  flask,  a  disappearance  he 
explained  as  "  evaporation,"  this  individual  worked 
his  way  steadily  through  the  ship's  stock  of  liquor. 
Later,  in  Sydney,  he  lay  three  days  unconscious ; 
but  in  the  end  presented  himself  to  his  family, 
and  so  passed  out  of  my  life. 

Long  ere  the  voyage  ended  scandal  and  hatred 
were  rife  in  the  saloon,  several  of  the  ladies,  indeed, 
being  beside  themselves.  Sniffs  of  contempt  were 
heard  at  first,  and  nostrils  curled  in  disdain ;  one 
afternoon  a  hideous  epithet  was  hurled,  on  another, 
a  cup  of  cocoa — these,  as  between  grown  and  well- 
nourished  women. 
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At  times,  in  spite  of  my  youth,  I  was  drawn  into 
the  orbit  of  intrigue.  I  co-operated  with  a  young 
Irishman  on  the  first  and  only  number  of  a  ship's 
paper.  It  duly  appeared ;  but  there  had  been  a 
written  indiscretion  :  a  man  was  knocked  down  on 
deck  and  a  drunken  brute  put  under  arrest.  That 
the  indiscretion  was  mine,  the  penalty  my  col- 
league's, was  beside  the  mark  ;  the  captain  stopped 
the  paper.  The  brute,  released,  vented  himself  on 
his  wife,  who  spat  full  in  his  face,  hissed  the  word 
"  peacock  ! "  clutched  to  her  bosom  a  young  family, 
and  retired  precipitately  to  her  cabin. 

In  the  fullness  of  time  the  voyage  ended,  and  I 
found  myself  in  Australia.  I  was  fourteen.  My 
guardian  lay  in  his  bed  in  the  Sydney  Hotel,  while 
I  roved  round  the  Chinese  slums  and  sailed  into 
every  cove  in  that  wonderful  harbour.  Then  I  went 
South,  to  relatives  in  Melbourne,  and  from  there  to 
a  big  station  far  up  in  the  "  bush."  Memory  of  this 
place  is  vivid.  I  recall  the  park-like  scenery,  the 
immense  gum-trees,  and  the  great  merino  flocks  in 
their  io,ooo-acre  paddocks ;  riding  the  boundaries, 
one  discovered  stretches  of  heath  in  fullest  bloom 
and  sheltered  glades  carpeted  with  maiden-hair ; 
the  flights  of  brilliant  parrots  were  ceaseless, 
cockatoos  screeched  and  circled  in  mid-air,  and 
in  the  early  mornings  the  exquisite  notes  of  mag- 
pies were  heard ;  many  was  the  opossum,  too,  I 
dragged  from  its  lair  up  in  the  gums.  Kangaroos 
swarmed  here — consumers  of  good  grass — and  big 
hunts  were  organized.  A  five-mile  gallop  over  the 
rough  after  an  "  old  man "  beats  fox-hunting ;  at 
bay,  his  back  to  a  tree,  I  have  seen  a  kangaroo  rip 
three  powerful  dogs  to  pieces. 
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At  Ballarat  I  went  down  my  first  gold-mine,  saw 
Sheet  Anchor  win  the  Melbourne  Cup,  crossed  the 
straits  and  travelled  in  Tasmania,  and  after  nine 
months  at  the  Antipodes  returned  to  Scotland. 

In  the  autumn  of  that  year,  1886,  I  went  alone  to 
South  Africa,  sailing  in  the  "  Drummond  Castle  " — 
that  doomed  boat  which  in  after-years  foundered  off 
the  French  coast,  carrying  to  the  bottom  nearly  all 
on  board. 

A  theatrical  company  for  the  Cape  Town  theatre 
travelled  out,  and  on  arrival  there  my  evenings  were 
spent  "  behind."  Leaning  over  the  theatre  bar  one 
night  was  an  out-of-work  actor,  to  whom  I  was 
made  known.  His  name  was  Booth,  brother  of  the 
great  American  tragedian,  and  of  that  other  who 
assassinated  Abraham  Lincoln. 

Passengers  for  Natal  transferred  at  Cape  Town  into 
the  "  Melrose."  On  this  steamer  Carey,  the  Phoenix 
Park  murderer  and  informer,  had  recently  been 
shot,  and  the  chief  steward  pointed  with  pride  to 
the  bullet  mark  in  the  woodwork  of  the  saloon. 
His  body  had  been  carried  ashore  and  buried  at 
Port  Elizabeth. 

Durban  was  a  quiet  little  place  in  those  days,  in 
the  grip  of  the  Wesleyan  Methodists.  The  prosperity 
that  came  with  the  Zulu  and  Boer  wars  had  worn 
off,  and  the  excitement  over  gold  discoveries  in  the 
Transvaal  had  not  yet  reached  the  coast.  I  was 
staying  with  a  dear  old  relative,  who,  to  enliven  his 
days,  had  undertaken  some  years  before,  in  the 
columns  of  the  local  press,  a  fierce  religious  con- 
troversy with  Bishop  Colenso.  The  subject  was 
St.  Paul,  against  certain  of  whose  doctrines  the  old 
gentleman  held  strong  views.  But  the  Bishop  had 
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died,  and  it  was  only  at  this  time  a  new  Pauline 
champion  had  come  on  the  scene.  This  was,  of  all 
people,  the  chief  customs  officer  of  the  port,  an 
intimate  friend  of  my  cousin's.  Long  letters  were 
being  printed  daily  from  one  or  the  other,  and 
Paul's  prestige  seemed  to  wax  and  wane  with  each 
issue  of  the  "Advertiser."  Once,  being  discovered 
in  the  custom  house,  I  was  made  to  sit  for  over  an 
hour  behind  some  bales  of  wool,  while  the  virtues 
of  the  seer  were  revealed  to  me  in  about  thirty  pages 
of  MS. ;  but  with  whom  victory  finally  lay  I  have 
forgotten.  One  night  the  customs  officer  came  to 
play  chess.  Talking  of  the  game,  he  said  :  "  When 
I  was  in  England  I  several  times  beat  the  champion 
of  South  Shields."  He  then  proposed  a  game  with 
me.  I  disliked  chess,  was  a  wretched  player,  was 
nervous  and  overawed ;  but  I  sat  down  and  won 
that  game.  Then  I  said,  "  Do  you  confirm  what 
you  mentioned  before,  that  you  have  several  times 
beaten  the  champion  of  South  Shields  ?  "  He  said, 
"  Certainly,"  and  I  knew  my  chess  career  had 
reached  its  zenith.  I  have  never  played  since. 

In  those  days  the  railway  from  Durban  stopped 
at  Ladysmith,  transport  thence  to  the  interior  being 
by  ox- wagon.  Hundreds  of  wagons  were  leaving 
Ladysmith  with  goods  for  the  lately  found  Barber- 
ton  goldfields,  and  on  one  of  these,  drawn  by  six- 
teen oxen,  I  went  as  passenger,  the  journey  of  less 
than  300  miles  taking  six  weeks.  We  crossed  the 
Biggarsberg,  went  through  Newcastle,  skirted  the 
lower  slopes  of  Majuba  ("Mountain  of  Pigeons"), 
and  passed  over  Laing's  Nek.  The  story  of  the  two 
battles,  and  all  those  graves  on  Mount  Prospect, 
gave  me  furiously  to  think.  By  Christmas  Day  we 
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had  crossed  the  border  and  were  trekking  over  the 
plains  of  the  Transvaal.  At  Lake  Chrissie  a  wild 
herd  of  2,000  blesboks  galloped  near  us,  a  sight  later 
years  were  never  to  witness. 

A  track  was  passed  going  off  to  the  West.  The 
transport  rider  said  it  led  to  a  new  goldfield  called 
Witwatersrand,  but  thought  it  a  poorish  field,  not 
to  be  compared  with  De  Kaap.  The  name  of  the 
Sheba  mine,  near  Barberton,  was  on  all  lips,  and 
when  we  got  to  Komati  River  we  heard  the  shares 
had  risen  to  a  hundred  pounds.  That  same  night 
the  chief  owner  of  the  Sheba  put  up  at  the  roadside 
shanty  by  the  river ;  he,  poor  fellow,  was  on  his 
way  back  to  Maritzburg  to  drink  himself  to  death. 

A  coach  took  me  from  De  Kaap  back  to  Lady- 
smith  ;  I  had  been  only  two  days  on  the  goldfields, 
and  didn't  see  the  famous  Sheba  until  seven  years 
later.  One  day,  on  the  desolate  highveld,  the  coach 
stopped  for  the  midday  meal  at  a  superior  farm,  by 
name  Rolfontein,  and  I  noticed  there,  out  in  the 
wilderness,  a  small  observatory.  It  belonged  to 
the  farmer's  nephew,  John  Ballot,  a  student  and 
abstract  thinker  of  high  order,  destined  in  after- 
years  to  become  one  of  my  dearest  friends. 

I  bought  a  horse  and  saddle  on  the  market 
square  of  Maritzburg  and  rode  north,  a  week's 
ride,  through  Greytown  and  the  thorn  country 
into  Zululand.  On  the  lonely  Natal  frontier,  by 
the  Tugela  River,  stood  the  ruins  of  the  most 
famous  building  in  South  Africa — the  store  at 
Rorke's  Drift.  Twelve  miles  distant,  over  the 
Zulu  border,  lay  the  battlefield  of  Isandhlwana, 
("The  Little  Hand"),  where  Cetewayo's  impi, 
crescent  shaped,  had  closed  on  our  doomed  men, 
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and  again  one  saw  where  British  soldiers  had 
passed  through  the  bitterness  of  death.  On  the 
return  ride,  twenty  miles  out  of  Maritzburg,  my 
horse  began  to  foam  at  the  nostrils,  sure  sign 
of  the  dreaded  South  African  sickness,  and  in 
half  an  hour  lay  dead.  I  buried  him  where 
he  lay. 

Returning  to  Scotland  with  nerves  still  awry,  I 
passed  two  ineffective  years,  mainly  at  St.  Andrews. 
Studying  leisurely  at  the  University,  I  played  golf 
and  football  with  young  men  destined  for  the 
Scottish  ministry,  who,  though  amongst  the 
heaviest  of  whisky  drinkers,  were  good  company. 
But  I  was  restless,  and  penetrated  in  those  days 
to  Heligoland,  Copenhagen,  and  as  far  as  Stockholm. 

Then  I  was  sent  to  Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge, 
passing  matriculation,  but  the  authorities  had  to 
wink  at  a  lack  of  Greek  and  other  stock  subjects  of 
erudition. 

My  knowledge,  if  not  impressive,  was  bizarre. 
For  instance,  in  my  first  year  I  became  a  high, 
perhaps  the  highest,  undergraduate  authority  on 
Paley's  "  Evidences."  Even  students  from  other 
colleges  were  led  into  my  rooms  to  study  my  mural 
cryptograms,  for  by  mastery  of  these  any  one  might 
face  with  assurance  the  approaching  "  Little  Go." 
I  have  quite  forgotten  Paley.  His  arguments  were 
no  doubt  based  on  unsound  premises,  but  my 
business  at  that  time  was  to  absorb  his  ideas,  not  to 
put  forward  my  own.  I  only  began  thinking  about 
religious  questions  when  twenty-four. 

In  my  second  year,  having  served  a  term  as 
secretary,  I  was  elected  president  of  the  college 
debating  society ;  yet  I  cannot  debate ;  my  extern- 
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pore  speeches,  then  and  since,  have  always  been 
rehearsed  in  bed. 

A  college  mission  for  the  East  of  London  was 
mooted  at  this  time,  and  I  was  chosen,  one  of  three, 
to  visit  the  Metropolis  and  interview  a  certain 
suffragan  bishop.  What  happened  about  the  mis- 
sion I  don't  recollect — but  we  had  a  delicious 
dinner.  The  Bishop  narrated  how  once,  at  early 
celebration,  three  notable  converts — the  principal 
Punch  and  Judy  showman  of  London,  with  two 
associates — took  the  cup.  Again  at  the  midday 
service,  to  his  amazement,  he  saw  the  three  lining 
up.  "  We  thought  we  couldn't  have  too  much  of  a 
good  thing,  my  lord,"  said  the  leader,  as  he  again 
lifted  the  chalice. 

My  rowing  career  at  Trinity  Hall,  the  rowing 
college,  was  a  poor  one.  Weighing  over  thirteen 
stone,  I  was  marked  down  as  an  ideal  "  No.  5."  In 
those  days  the  Hall  supplied  a  No.  5  to  the  'Varsity 
boat  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  with  any  aptitude,  I 
had  no  doubt  been  trained  with  this  high  objective 
in  view.  Fortunately,  for  I  disliked  rowing,  a  still 
more  bulky  Australian,  with  a  rowing  pedigree, 
showed  such  talent  as  to  bring  about  my  relegation. 
After  much  coaching,  he  came  to  rival  his  famous 
brother  as  an  oar,  and  did  actually  row  in  the  'Var- 
sity boat  for  several  years. 

This  year,  '89,  Trinity  Hall  went  head  of  the 
river,  and  that  winning  night  there  was  a  "bump 
supper"  such  as  Cambridge  will  not  see  again. 
Pleasantly  excited  on  lemonade,  I  was  one  of  per- 
haps five  sober  men  in  that  big  gathering.  Supper 
over,  the  rallying-point  of  the  evening  was  a  huge 
bonfire  in  the  quadrangle,  fed  with  chairs,  tables, 


curtains,  clothes,  spirits,  and  anything  that  would 
burn.  The  demand  for  fuel,  indeed,  nearly  brought 
about  a  tragedy.  Charles,  assistant  porter  to  the 
stately  Thurlow,  was  caught  and  saturated  with 
paraffin ;  eager  hands  were  dragging  him  to  the 
pyre,  when  he  broke  loose,  and  fled  shrieking  round 
the  quadrangle,  seeking  an  exit.  I  saved  him.  The 
wrath  of  the  pursuers  was  diverted  by  one  who 
rushed  to  me,  crying,  "  Come  on  ;  there  are  Shadrach, 
Meshach  and  Abed-nego  in  the  fiery  furnace,  and 
you  know  who  you  are."  I  turned,  to  see  three 
maniacal  figures  standing  in  the  flames,  horribly 
contorting ;  these,  too,  were  saved.  Meanwhile, 
extraordinary  sights  were  to  be  seen  in  ground- 
floor  rooms.  In  one  of  these,  all  denuded  for  fuel 
as  it  was,  a  score  of  men  were  fighting,  shouting, 
and  drinking,  while  in  one  corner,  oblivious  of 
their  surroundings  and  stark  naked,  two  sat  quietly 
at  a  piano  duet.  A  crashing  of  glass  in  the  quad- 
rangle now  called  for  notice,  and  it  was  seen  that 
every  window  in  one  of  the  tutor's  rooms  had  gone. 
He  was  a  man  who  was  not  liked  ;  he  had  a  bitter 
tongue.  It  recked  not  that  his  father  was  to  become 
in  after-years  a  President  of  Wesleyan  Conference, 
he,  himself,  Principal  of  another  University  and  a 
knight  bachelor.  In  vino  veritas.  So  the  empty 
bottles  did  their  work,  and  twice  a  week,  while  that 
term  lasted,  those  windows  suffered  a  like  fate. 

Before  going  to  Cambridge  I  had  decided  on 
mining,  an  unusual  profession  in  those  days,  yet  one 
I  had  seen  the  value  of  in  Australia  and  South 
Africa.  Neither  my  father  nor  I  knew  in  what 
the  education  of  a  mining  engineer  should  consist, 
nor  of  the  existence  of  a  School  of  Mines.  The 
c 
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University  authorities  were  approached  as  to  a 
mining  course,  but  it  was  soon  evident  they 
knew  rather  less  about  mining  than  I  did ;  it  was 
outside  their  ken.  It  ended  in  a  scratch  course  in 
geology,  chemistry,  and  hydrostatics ;  but  of  their 
practical  bearing  on  mining  I  learned  nothing,  and 
left  the  University  in  complete  ignorance  of  the 
profession  I  hoped  to  enter. 

While  at  Cambridge  I  improved  my  scholarship 
not  at  all,  but  contact  with  so  many  men  did  me 
good.  I  had  had  the  handling  of  money  for  a 
number  of  years,  and  understood,  as  the  others 
could  not,  the  bald  facts  of  finance.  I  realized  that, 
though  only  one  of  eleven  children,  I  was  spending 
several  hundreds  a  year  of  my  father's  money,  and 
wondered  what  my  own  exertions  would  ever  repre- 
sent. I  knew  the  world,  and  didn't  squander  money 
at  Cambridge ;  but  there  is  inducement  to  do  so, 
and  you  will  find  the  University  man,  as  a  rule,  a 
poor  financier. 

More  remembered  by  me  are  the  long  vacations 
of  '89  and  '90,  spent  in  Southern  Germany.  I  lived 
with  two  of  the  kindest  old  ladies,  in  the  Neckar- 
strasse  of  Stuttgart,  and  entered  fully  into  the  life 
of  the  old  town.  In  the  mornings  I  studied  music 
and  the  German  language  ;  after  an  early  dinner 
I  might  have  been  seen  drinking  coffee  under  the 
Konigsbau,  a  little  later  taking  tram  for  the  baths  at 
Kannstatt,  or  for  a  swim  in  the  Neckar  itself,  and 
walking  home  through  the  park.  Some  evenings  I 
went  with  the  ladies,  who  were  abonniert,  to  an 
opera  at  the  Schloss  Theater,  or  to  the  concert  in 
the  Stadtgarten,  and  as  often  as  not  played  billiards 
in  the  Residenz  Caf£  with  a  student  of  the  Conser- 
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vatoire,  now  a  composer.  When  the  handsome 
"  Kaiserhof "  was  opened  as  a  cafe,  we  honoured 
the  event  by  playing  billiards  till  seven  in  the 
morning,  and  about  eight-thirty  I  shocked  my  lady 
teacher  of  German  by  falling  asleep. 

On  Sundays,  escorted  by  me,  the  ladies  took 
dinner  at  the  home  of  a  sister,  the  widow  of  a 
famous  piano-maker.  Twice  a  week,  once  by  us, 
once  at  the  house  of  some  other  member  of  the 
circle,  delicacies  were  set  out,  and  six  old  ladies  and 
myself  played  whist  from  four  till  seven.  I  have 
reason  to  believe  the  youngest  was  sixty-three,  but 
though  unskilled  they  all  played  with  a  zest.  Playing 
pfennig  points,  I  often  won  as  much  as  a  mark  at 
these  sittings,  but  always  strove,  by  the  assiduous 
handing  of  cakes  and  such  like,  that  this  fact  should 
not  rankle. 

The  second  summer,  I  spent  some  time  in 
Bavaria,  and  Munich  became  to  me,  as  it  has 
remained,  one  of  the  cities  of  the  world.  The  mad 
King  was  then  not  long  dead — a  suicide.  Standing 
by  the  Starnberg  Lake,  I  saw  in  my  mind  the  scene, 
and  located,  as  it  were,  the  very  spot  where  the 
faithful  physician,  hastening  to  his  succour,  had 
been  pulled  under.  Poor  King  !  and  not  so  mad 
after  all.  Did  he  not  befriend  and  finance  Richard 
Wagner,  when  saner  people  would  have  none  of 
him  ?  He  had  an  eye  for  beauty,  too.  Such 
palaces  as  Chiemsee,  Linderhof,  and  Neuschwan- 
stein  may  have  drained  the  exchequer,  but  they  are 
beautiful  to  look  on. 

Reaching  the  village  of  Oberammergau,  in  the 
Bavarian  Tyrol,  I  dwelt  at  the  house  of  Caiaphas, 
the  High  Priest.  This  one  year,  in  ten,  the  villagers 
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were  performing  their  Passion  Play,  and  to  my  host 
had  been  allotted  this  not  unimportant  part.  On 
a  Sunday,  from  eight  till  four,  in  the  open  air,  the 
scenes  of  the  play  were  unfolded — a  reverent  and 
a  wonderful  performance.  In  my  attic  room  in 
this  village  lay  a  litter  of  old  papers,  among  them 
many  in  the  hand  of  the  good  Abbe  Deisenberger, 
to  whom,  long  ago,  Oberammergau  owed  the  in- 
ception of  the  great  idea.  Perchance  he,  too,  had 
slept  under  these  old  eaves. 

I  returned  to  Stuttgart  for  a  while,  to  the  quiet 
life  in  the  Neckarstrasse,  to  the  bathing  and  the 
whist  parties,  but  a  pending  event  was  beginning  to 
excite  me ;  then  came  a  night  in  the  train,  a  day 
and  a  night  in  Niirnberg,  and  I  was  at  Bayreuth. 
Early  that  afternoon  I  stood  outside  the  theatre  in 
the  forest — gift  of  the  mad  King  to  Wagner — 
waiting  in  a  state  of  nervous  exaltation.  At  half- 
past  three  the  trombones  were  blown.  At  four  the 
last  sounds  from  the  great  audience  died  away,  and 
as  we  sat  in  the  darkness,  the  first  notes  of  "Parsifal" 
were  heard.  This  was  the  most  stirring  moment 
there  had  yet  been  in  my  life.  The  prelude  ended. 
As  in  a  dream  one  saw  the  mediaeval  forest,  the 
passing  on  his  litter  of  the  stricken  Amfortas,  the 
wild  swan  fall,  dying,  by  the  lake,  the  sacred  feast  in 
the  hall  of  the  knights ;  as  in  a  dream  one  passed 
through  it  all,  till  that  final  moment  when  the  voice 
of  Titurel  is  heard  from  his  coffin,  and  the  grail 
glows  with  increasing  lustre.  If  the  mountains  of 
Gothic  Spain  ever  had  a  dweller,  it  was  I,  during 
those  throbbing  hours. 

I  couldn't  really  understand  the  music  of "  Parsifal," 
but  could  feel  its  depth,  could  see  the  grandeur  of 
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the  story — itself  flowing  from  the  composer's  brain 
— and  know  that  here  was  a  work  of  transcendent 
genius.  For  days  scenes  kept  passing  before  my 
eyes ;  in  my  ears  sounded  the  Gral  motiv,  and 
those  strange  orchestral  effects.  The  world  seemed 
to  have  opened  out ;  "  Parsifal  "  was  a  true  climax 
to  my  German  period. 

Then  suddenly  the  course  of  things  changed. 
My  father  had  invested  in  Transvaal  mines,  and 
wished  me  there,  to  see  things  for  myself.  A 
milestone  had  been  reached.  Cambridge  and 
Stuttgart  knew  me  no  more,  and  at  short  notice 
I  set  out  again  for  South  Africa. 


CHAPTER  II 
IN    SOUTH    AFRICA 

EARLY  in  1891  I  landed  a  second  time  in 
Natal.  Things  were  stirring  in  South  Africa. 
Rhodes,  the  Colossus,  had  taken  over  the  premier- 
ship of  the  Cape.  The  Kimberley  diamond  mines 
had  become  one,  in  De  Beers.  The  year  before, 
guided  by  Selous,  the  pioneers  had  entered  Mashona- 
land,  and  Fort  Salisbury  was  a  town  ;  tales  of  rich 
mines  up  there  were  coming  through.  And  there 
was  Johannesburg  !  That  transport  rider  on  the 
Barberton  road  was  no  prophet ;  the  Witwatersrand 
had  become  the  most  important  goldfield  in  the 
world,  a  great  future  was  opening  for  it,  and  from 
Cape  Town  to  Louren9o  Marques  the  seaports  were 
building  competing  lines  to  this  objective. 

This  was  no  loafer's  atmosphere.  I  made  at  once 
for  the  goldfields,  and  a  few  weeks  later  saw  me  at 
work  on  the  Nigel,  a  mine  lying  by  itself  on  the 
rolling  veld,  thirty  miles  from  Johannesburg,  where 
I  stayed  a  year,  working  in  mine,  mill,  and  office, 
and  absorbing,  although  slowly,  the  principles  of 
sound  mining. 

The  Nigel  ore,  at  that  time,  was  the  richest  in  the 
Transvaal.  For  days  together  5-oz.  rock  would 
be  going  through  the  2o-stamp  mill,  and  amalgam 
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lay  on  the  copper  plates  like  Devonshire  cream. 
Once,  after  my  night  shift,  when  the  mill  managei 
had  scraped  the  plates,  he  said,  "  You  could  have 
taken  800  oz.  last  night,  and  I  shouldn't  have 
known."  x  The  Kaffirs  working  in  the  mill  were 
trusted,  the  plates  being  fully  exposed,  but  I  don't 
think  amalgam  stealing  was  then  one  of  their  vices  ; 
it  came  later,  of  course.  I  may  say  now,  to  my 
shame,  that  when  on  night  shift,  and  overcharged 
with  cocoa,  I  several  times  slept  in  the  mill  towards 
that  fatal  3.30  a.m.,  and^woke  to  find  screens  broken 
and  chaos  on  the  plates.  A  man  is  dismissed  for 
less  in  these  days. 

The  mine  lay  alone  on  the  veld,  nine  miles  from 
the  small  town  of  Heidelberg.  Visitors  from  the 
Rand  came  now  and  then  to  look  round  the  district, 
but  we  were  an  isolated  little  community.  We 
were  self-contained ;  there  was  some  shooting,  good 
tennis,  and  frequent  musical  evenings ;  we  had 
enough  talent,  too,  for  theatricals,  and  put  an 
abridged  version  of  "  The  Mikado  "  into  rehearsal, 
with  myself  as  the  ruler  of  Japan.  Just  then,  one 
of  the  engine-drivers,  a  valued  member  of  the 
chorus,  got  three  fingers  crushed  to  pieces,  and  my 
friend  Dr.  Nixon  came  from  Heidelberg  to  operate. 
I  assisted.  He  gave  chloroform,  but  the  man's 
heart  was  weak,  and  he  had  to  be  shaken  back  to 
consciousness.  In  a  drowsy,  sodden  voice  he  said 
to  me,  "Sing  the  Mikado's  song,"  and  Nixon,  hear- 
ing, took  up  the  scissors.  Holding  with  both  hands 
the  poor  wretch's  head,  I  sang  out : — 

"  A  more  humane  Mikado  never  did  in  Japan  exist," 
1  About  £1,200. 
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and  in  place  of  that  staccato  chord  which  follows, 
the  scissors  snapped,  and  a  finger  fell  off.  There 
was  a  shriek  of  agony,  and  writhing,  and  the  binding 
up  of  the  stump.  Then  I  went  on  : 

"To  nobody  second,  I'm  certainly  reckoned  a  true 
philanthropist." 

Again  comes  that  staccato  chord,  and  again,  in 
perfect  tempo,  a  finger  dropped.  After  more  shrieks 
and  more  sewing  up,  I  sang  on,  and  at  the  words 

"A  source  of  innocent  merriment," 

the  third  and  last  finger  disappeared.  The  opera- 
tion was  over ;  Nixon  had  added  to  his  surgical 
laurels,  while  I  went  out  on  the  veld  and  was 
violently  sick. 

On  the  night  we  played  "  The  Mikado  "  there  was 
nearly  a  tragedy.  The  house  was  crowded.  A 
variety  entertainment,  forming  the  first  part  of  the 
show,  was  in  progress,  when  some  one  rushed  into 
the  dressing-room,  crying  to  us  that  Day's  house 
was  on  fire.  Day  was  the  Koko  of  the  evening, 
his  wife  the  operatic  pianist.  In  a  moment  Koko, 
pianist,  a  male  Katisha,  several  in  variety  costume, 
and  a  Japanese  chorus,  were  tearing  over  the  veld. 
Beside  them,  strangely  decollete  in  the  moonlight, 
rushed  an  immense  ballet-dancer.  We  were  just  in 
time  ;  the  fire  was  within  a  foot  of  the  bed  where 
two  babies  lay  asleep.  It  was  soon  put  out.  The 
house  was  slightly  damaged,  whilst  amongst  the 
rescue  party,  I,  in  ballet  costume  aforesaid,  had 
burst  my  stays.  These  repaired,  we  rushed  back  to 
the  hall  and  continued  the  programme  without  a 
stop,  scoring  a  success. 
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From  the  Nigel,  a  period  I  look  back  on  as  one  of 
the  happiest,  I  went  to  Johannesburg,  which  became 
my  headquarters  for  the  next  six  years.  I  worked 
at  first  in  the  City  and  Suburban  and  Ferreira  mines. 
Later,  through  friendly  offices,  I  became  director 
and  managing  director  of  several  gold  and  coal 
properties,  and  gave  much  of  my  time  to  their 
affairs.  In  these  years  I  travelled  a  great  deal,  in- 
specting and  reporting,  and  at  one  time  or  another 
saw  nearly  every  mine  in  South  Africa.  Besides  the 
Rand,  with  its  forty  miles  of  mines,  I  got  to  know 
what  was  worth  knowing  of  Heidelberg,  Klerksdorp, 
De  Kaap,  Lydenburg,  the  Low  Country,  and  the 
coal  measures  ;  and  outside  the  Transvaal  travelled 
in  Natal,  Zululand,  the  Free  State,  Cape  Colony, 
Bechuanaland,  Matabeleland,  Mashonaland,  Mozam- 
bique, Madagascar,  Reunion,  and  Mauritius. 

It  seems  to  me  no  one  ever  soaked  himself  in  the 
charm  of  South  Africa  as  I  did  in  those  years. 
Perhaps  its  charm  lay  subjectively,  in  me,  for  I  find 
myself  unable  to  analyse  it.  South  Africa  is  not  a 
scenic  country,  but  there  are  beautiful  spots,  the 
grandest  effects  of  sunrise  and  sunset,  a  clear,  clear 
atmosphere,  which  lends  itself  to  illusion — and 
memories.  From  the  very  harbour  of  Cape  Town, 
where  you  first  land,  there  is  a  view !  At  sunset, 
look  over  to  the  Blaauwberg  Range.  Its  dying  out- 
line, seen  through  that  atmosphere,  is  one  of  the 
loveliest  things  in  nature.  Then  walk  under  the 
avenue  of  oak-trees  behind  Parliament  House, 
thinking  of  the  old  Dutch  days.  Go  out  behind 
Table  Mountain,  and  see  the  oaks  and  the  vineyards 
of  Constantia.  Gaze  through  the  trees  at  Hottentots' 
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Holland,  and  again  take  a  long  look  at  the  Blaauw- 
berg.  Everywhere  there  is  charm.  The  very 
Karroo  is  transfigured  by  the  sunrise.  In  Sep- 
tember, ride  out  to  the  Boer  farms ;  in  that  month 
the  green  young  willow  leaves  and  the  pink  peach 
blossoms  are  seen  together,  and  the  ugly  little  farm- 
houses are  forgotten. 

Then  there  are  the  natives.  My  memories  of 
South  Africa  are  full  of  them.  All  the  races  interest 
me,  but  the  Zulus  I  love.  They  are  a  race  of 
gentlemen ;  they  are,  physically,  the  aristocrats  of 
humanity. 

Before  my  mind's  eye  passes  a  panorama  of  the 
kloofs  and  dense  bush  of  Natal  and  Zululand.  I 
see  myself  a  boy  again  (Mikwazintlelen,  they  called 
me),  riding  into  a  kraal  to  exchange  coloured  beads 
for  assegais,  or  bartering  by  the  roadside  for  a 
warrior's  plume  of  the  sakabula.  Then  I  can  hear, 
towards  evening,  Zulus  calling  from  hill  to  hill,  with 
that  long  rest  of  theirs  on  the  penultimate,  and  a 
Kaffir  postman  runs  past,  singing,  into  the  night. 
Once,  as  I  walked  down  Pilgrim's  Creek,  Swazies 
were  on  the  hills  above,  crying  long  messages  to 
each  other.  Their  voices  reached  me  faintly  ;  they 
seemed  to  mingle  with  the  notes  of  birds,  then  died 
away.  And  once  there  was  a  Hottentot  shelling 
mealies,  who  sat  in  the  hot  sun  looking  out  over  the 
plain.  Why,  I  know  not,  but  there  was  that  in  the 
picture  which  seemed  to  symbolize  Hottentotdom  ; 
it  is  stamped  for  ever  on  my  brain. 

In  1894,  with  my  friend  Henry  Wiltshire,  I  made 
a  memorable  journey  through  the  Eastern  Trans- 
vaal, the  Low  Country,  and  Delagoa  Bay.  In  those 
days  Louren9o  Marques  was  a  primitive  place,  with  a 
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deadly  climate,  and  just  then  it  was  the  tail  end  of  a 
bad  fever  season  ;  people  had  been  dying  like  flies, 
and  the  overworked  sepulture  department  collapsed. 
In  the  height  of  the  fever,  coffins  were  simply  not 
to  be  had.  A  "  property  "  coffin,  fitted  with  a  false 
bottom,  was  being  used,  and  the  corpse  dumped 
through  into  a  thing  called  a  grave,  but  rather  less 
than  two  feet  deep.  After  a  heavy  rainstorm,  this 
earth  covering  was  mostly  washed  away,  and  large 
patches  of  corpse  could  be  seen,  calling  aloud  for 
re-interment. 

Another  death-trap  was  Komati  Poort.  From 
this  point  the  Selati  Railway  was  being  built,  to  so- 
called  gold-mines  in  the  Murchison  Range.  It  was 
alleged  that  the  Selati  concessionaires  had  bribed 
most  of  Kruger's  Volksraad,  a  trap  and  horses,  in 
individual  cases,  being  mentioned  as  quid  pro  quo. 
The  Poort  was  a  great  game  centre.  The  rivers 
swarmed  with  hippo,  and  the  bush  with  lions  ; 
travelling  to  railhead,  on  the  contractor's  engine,  we 
saw  tens  of  thousands  of  koodoo  and  impala.  The 
line  itself  was  a  white  elephant,  and  was  abandoned 
some  months  later.  From  Komati  Poort  we  went 
to  the  De  Kaap  fields,  already  but  a  shadow  of  the 
fields  of  '87,  and  at  last  I  saw  the  famous  Sheba. 
From  Barberton  we  rode  over  the  Kantoor  and  Spitz- 
kop  to  Pilgrim's  Rest  and  Lydenburg  ;  we  walked 
all  one  night  down  the  Ohrigstad  Valley,  swam  the 
Crocodile  River  unscathed,  and  striking  out  through 
the  Low  Country,  duly  reached  Leysdorp. 

After  inspecting  the  small  mines  of  this  field,  we 
again  struck  across  country  for  Klein  Letaba.  Some 
days  later,  weary  and  footsore,  we  walked  into  the 
store  at  the  Birthday  mine,  and  sat  down  to  corned 
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beef  that  stank  and  vveevily  bread  that  was  uneat- 
able, and  I  stood  up  and  cursed  the  little  Jew 
proprietor  in  rounded  periods.  Seven  years  later, 
in  Dawson  City,  Klondike,  I  went  into  a  small  gold- 
smith's shanty  to  buy  nuggets,  and  behind  the 
counter  stood  that  little  trader.  But  my  curse  held  ; 
he  was  not  thriving  in  the  bleak  North. 

In  1893  I  had  to  do  with  some  mines  at  Klerks- 
dorp,  staying  there  with  my  friend,  E.  J.  Way, 
then  manager  of  the  Eastleigh.  His  house,  lying 
on  a  lonely  stretch  of  veld  near  the  Vaal  River, 
had  been  built  by  an  earlier  manager — the  notorious 
Deeming.  This  was  the  man  who  murdered  his 
wives  and  children,  burying  the  bodies  under  fire- 
places, which  he  cemented  over.  He  was  caught — 
I  think  in  Liverpool — extradited  to  Melbourne,  and 
there  hanged. 

I  slept  in  the  room  that  was  his.  One  night,  about 
two,  I  awoke  trembling.  Close  by  my  bed,  in  the 
clear  moonlight,  stood  a  shrouded  white  figure.  I 
got  up  and  moved  towards  it ;  but  it  receded,  and 
at  a  spot  by  the  wall  seemed  to  sink  through  the 
floor  and  vanish.  I  went  slowly  to  the  spot  and 
looked  down.  It  was  a  cemented  fireplace.  Shall 
we  say  that  a  stray  moonbeam  woke  me,  and  mixed 
with  my  unadjusted  faculties  ? — for  I  am  no  believer 
in  the  occult.  The  incident  is  offered,  without 
prejudice,  to  the  Psychical  Research  Society ;  the 
lonely  house  on  the  veld  is  still  there,  the  cement 
undisturbed  since  Deeming  laid  it.  At  St.  Moritz, 
on  a  Christmas  Day  fifteen  years  later,  I  told  this. 
Among  those  who  listened  was  one  who  made  entry 
in  a  note-book.  "That  mine  and  house  belong  to  me 
now,"  he  said  ;  "  I'll  have  the  cement  up  some  day." 
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An  early  financial  venture  of  mine  in  Johannes- 
burg was  the  purchase  of  two  Cape  carts  and  six 
horses,  which  were  leased  to  a  Malay  from  Cape 
Town  for  £12  a  week.  When  I  said  to  one  of  my 
friends,  a  very  wealthy  man,  "  I  hope  you  won't  cut 
me  now — I'm  running  two  cabs,"  he  answered,  "  Be 
easy,  I  once  owned  a  shooting  gallery."  These  cabs 
returned  50  per  cent,  for  the  first  six  months  ;  but 
after  that,  wear  and  tear,  and  the  loss  of  a  horse  or 
two,  ran  away  with  most  of  the  rent.  Then  the 
Malay,  seeking  a  state  of  holiness  rare  among  cabbies, 
departed  for  Mecca,  and  died  there,  and  I  sold  out. 

After  days  spent  underground,  or  roaming  along 
the  reef,  I  often  went  to  the  theatre.  A  frequent 
companion  there  was  the  theatrical  writer  for  the 
"Star," whose  work  I  did  at  one  time,  adding  dramatic 
critic  to  my  professions  of  gold-miner  and  cabr 
owner. 

The  best  acting  I  remember  to  have  seen  in  my 
life  I  saw  in  Johannesburg.  That  was  in  "  Forget- 
me-not,"  played  by  Genevieve  Ward  and  the  late 
W.  H.  Vernon.  I  don't  expect  again  to  hear  any- 
thing so  fine  as  the  verbal  duel  in  the  second  act. 
And  what  a  scene  that  towards  the  end  !  Stephanie, 
the  traitress,  in  terror  of  her  life,  is  hiding  in  the 
hotel  in  Rome,  where  Sir  Horace  visits  her.  As 
they  talk,  the  sound  of  a  chant  is  borne  in  from 
the  street.  Sir  Horace,  watching  her,  says  slowly, 
"  That  is  the  miserere  of  the  barefooted  Carmelites, 
whose  duty  it  is  to  carry  to  the  grave  the  bodies  of 
those  found  assassinated  in  the  streets  of  Rome." 
Stephanie  raises  her  ashen  face,  to  see,  looking  in  at 
the  window — the  avenger. 

It  was  melodrama,   but  superb  :   when  are  the 
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Colonies  to  see  the  like  again  ?  Theatrical  ventures, 
like  many  other  things  on  the  fields,  were  largely 
in  Jewish  hands.  Especially  was  the  "  Empire " 
Jewish,  and  the  performers  therein.  One  night, 
visiting  this  music-hall  with  a  club  acquaintance, 
we  made  friends  after  the  performance  with  one 
of  the  company,  a  young  Jewish  lady  from  White- 
chapel,  and  repaired  to  Mrs.  Joel's  cafe  for  supper. 
Mrs.  Joel,  herself  a  Jewess,  was  reputed  full  aunt  to 
Barney  Barnato,  the  millionaire  speculator,  who, 
some  time  before,  had  jumped  overboard  from  the 
"  Scot."  For  years  the  "  Scot "  was  the  crack  boat  on 
the  South  African  run,  but  Barney's  suicide  was  also 
her  deathblow.  From  that  time  no  Jew  travelled 
on  her;  although  so  fine  a  ship  she  fell  upon 
financial  trouble,  was  sold  cheap,  and  now,  under 
another  name,  carries  tourists  from  New  York  to 
Bermuda.  We  ushered  the  young  woman  into 
Mrs.  Joel's  private  supper-room.  There,  refusing 
all  offers  of  a  more  varied  diet,  this  inferior  artiste 
sat  on  my  friend's  knee  and  ate  pickled  gherkins  till 
the  atmosphere  reeled  round  us.  It  was  the  apothe- 
osis of  cucumber.  During  the  eating  she  entertained 
us  with  homely  facts  of  her  life,  entering  with  some 
detail  into  her  stomachic  troubles.  When  we  could, 
we  fled,  but  since  that  night  my  supper  guests  have 
been  chosen  with  more  discrimination. 

At  one  time  there  was  a  talk  of  a  new  morning 
paper  for  the  Rand,  and  I  was  asked  to  suggest  a 
name.  I  said,  "  Call  it  the  '  Main  Reef  Leader ' "  J 
(subdued  laughter) ;  then  added,  "  And  let  its  aim 
be  sound  mining  rather  than  unsound  politics." 
Though  the  scheme  fell  through,  I  was  dead  right 

1  The  name  of  one  of  the  gold  reefs. 
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about  the  policy.  The  Rand's  business  was  mining, 
not  politics.  The  mines  were  run  extravagantly. 
To  put  these  on  an  economic  basis,  and  to  do 
their  duty  by  the  shareholders,  was  quite  enough 
work  for  those  in  control.  Instead  of  doing  this, 
those  people  put  their  brains  and  energy  into 
abortive  political  agitation ;  and  mining  reforms, 
which  should  have  been  initiated  between  1893 
and  1897,  were  actually  not  put  in  force  till  ten 
years  later. 

The  Rand  capitalists  ought  to  have  let  politics 
alone.  If  they  felt  they  had  grievances,  there 
was  a  man  like  the  late  W.  Y.  Campbell,  a  big 
red -bearded  Scotsman,  the  best  the  Rand  ever 
knew,  to  whom  their  case  might  have  been  handed. 
In  his  fingers  the  threads  of  Uitlander  agitation 
should  have  centred.  Some  well-equipped  medi- 
ator of  this  sort  might  have  done  something  with 
the  Pretoria  Government ;  the  course  adopted, 
that  of  browbeating,  was  certain  of  failure.  But 
the  capitalists  had  no  grievances.  The  mining  law 
of  the  Transvaal  favoured  them  more  than  did  that 
of  any  English  Colony,  there  was  no  direct  taxa- 
tion, three  railways  were  built  to  Johannesburg  from 
the  coast ;  finally,  from  1894  onwards,  the  public  in 
Europe  bought  scrip  almost  as  fast  as  it  could  be 
printed.  The  capitalists  wallowed  in  money.  Nor 
had  the  rank  and  file  of  the  Uitlanders  grievances. 
There  was  employment  for  all  who  would  work. 
Salaries  were  enormous  ;  white  miners  got  over  £i 
a  day,  for  a  poor  day's  work,  and  all  other  pay  was 
in  proportion. 

We  were  told  in  the  columns  of  the  capitalist 
press,  or  by  speakers  from  the  platforms  of  the 
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National  Union,  that  the  Boer  Government  was 
corrupt,  that  Kruger  had  gone  back  on  his  promise 
to  give  us  the  franchise,  that  the  sight  of  thousands 
of  Britons  without  a  vote  was  degrading.  All  true, 
no  doubt.  But  what  really  concerned  those 
thousands  of  Britons,  at  that  time,  was  the  state  of 
the  share  market ;  so  long  as  that  was  booming, 
their  political  aspirations  were  dead.  What  on 
earth  did  I,  for  example,  want  with  a  vote  ?  My 
only  direct  tax  was  a  poll  tax  of  £1  a  year.  I  was 
earning  good  money,  supplemented  by  occasional 
share  deals,  I  was  perfectly  content.  What  if  the 
Boer  Government  was  corrupt  ?  Did  I  not  see 
corruption  in  Johannesburg,  among  people  who 
declared  themselves  more  civilized  than  the  Boers  ? 
And  as  to  a  vote — well,  if  that  entailed  taking  the 
oath  of  allegiance  to  the  Transvaal,  ceasing  to  be 
a  British  subject,  I  saw  no  possible  reason  for 
such  step. 

That  insoluble  question  of  the  suzerainty  was  the 
root  of  the  trouble.  People  argued,  Britain  being 
suzerain  over  the  Transvaal,  that  British  subjects 
were  entitled  to  the  Transvaal  franchise,  while 
retaining  full  British  status.  On  the  other  hand, 
President  Kruger,  I  think  with  better  reason, 
argued  :  "If  these  people,  who  in  a  year  or  two  will 
outnumber  us,  are  to  have  the  vote,  and  if  they 
remain  British  in  sentiment,  their  first  action  will  be 
to  vote  the  Transvaal  into  a  British  Colony.  This 
doesn't  strike  me  as  likely  to  benefit  us  Boers  ; 
I  shall  keep  them  from  voting  as  long  as  I  have  the 
power." 

It  was  no  use  appealing  to  the  wording  of  the 
document  which  defined  the  suzerainty.  This 
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was  vague,  and  had  made  no  provision  for  so 
unforeseen  a  position.  Each  side  could  only  put 
its  own  interpretation,  but,  as  I  have  said,  I 
thought  the  President's  the  more  logical. 

"  Briton  or  Boer  1 "  When  I  first  went  to  the 
Transvaal,  racial  feeling  was  dying  out.  For  ends 
that  were  mainly  selfish,  the  capitalists  revived  it, 
and  their  newspapers  fed  the  flames  for  years. 
Jameson  completed  the  schism — although,  be  it 
remembered,  against  the  instructions  of  the  Rand 
leaders — when  he  crossed  the  border  with  his 
police.  After  the  Raid,  war  was  probably  unavoid- 
able ;  to  that  extent  I  absolve  the  British  party. 
But  the  beginning  of  the  agitation  (excepting  that 
of  a  few  enthusiasts  of  the  Fitzpatrick  type)  was 
discreditable  to  us. 

I  had  no  great  respect  for  Paul  Kruger.  Some  of 
his  acts  didn't  seem  to  square  with  his  professions 
of  religion,  which,  outwardly,  were  very  marked. 
I  had  to  see  him  once,  arriving  at  his  house,  by 
appointment,  at  5.30  in  the  morning,  while  it  was 
yet  dark.  Passing  two  policemen  on  the  stoep,  I 
entered  the  sitting-room,  and  found  the  family  at 
devotions.  Some  one  was  playing  a  harmonium, 
and  heavy,  tuneless  voices  were  droning  out  a 
psalm.  We  knelt,  while  the  President  read  long 
prayers ;  after  which  the  little  servant  girl  handed 
round  coffee,  and  the  work  of  the  day  commenced. 

I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that  Kruger  was  in- 
sincere; it  is  rather  an  expression  of  opinion.  His 
government,  and  many  of  his  agents  were  corrupt ; 
but  the  man  is  dead,  and  I  would  rather  think  well 
of  him.  He  was  a  great  man  and  a  true  patriot. 

I   first  saw  Cecil   Rhodes   in   1894.      He  rarely 
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came  to  the  Transvaal.  One  night,  however,  he 
dined  at  the  Rand  Club,  and  for  half  an  hour  I 
never  took  my  eyes  off  his  face,  repeating  to  my- 
self, over  and  over  again :  "  That's  the  profile  of 
Julius  Caesar."  He  had  a  face  of  extraordinary 
power,  and  the  immense  nose  so  often  found  in 
men  of  that  type. 

Some  years  later,  before  leaving  London  to 
report  on  Rhodesia  for  a  small  syndicate  of  which 
he  was  a  member,  I  called  on  Rhodes  at  the  Bur- 
lington Hotel.  A  big  map  of  Africa  lay  on  the 
table ;  as  he  discussed  some  of  his  schemes,  he 
ruled  it  off  in  pencil  lines,  casually,  as  one  of 
lesser  calibre  laying  out  a  garden. 

The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  at  Groot  Schuur,  a 
few  weeks  before  the  war.  I  remember  him  saying, 
in  that  falsetto  he  rose  to  when  excited,  "  Oom 
Paul  won't  fight.  He'll  back  down."  After  lunch 
we  sat  outside  and  listened  to  the  band  of  some 
up-country  mission  station,  come  to  earn  his 
approval;  but  I  doubt  if  he  knew  one  note  from 
another.  Even  after  death  the  Colossus  was  not 
to  follow  in  the  ways  of  lesser  men.  As  the  train, 
bearing  his  remains,  rushed  north  to  the  Matoppo 
Hills,  the  shell  burst  open.  .His  great  spirit  was 
passing  uneasily  to  its  rest. 

During  these  years,  drawn  there  as  by  a  magnet, 
I  often  found  myself  back  in  Natal,  where,  for  the 
time  being,  the  more  strenuous  life  of  the  Trans- 
vaal was  forgotten. 

Natal  is  a  country  with  a  small  white  population 
of  farmers,  while  for  every  white  there  are  ten 
natives,  of  Zulu  extraction.  In  the  Zulu  War  of 
1879  these  natives  mostly  remained  loyal,  and  in 
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the  old  days  many  were  glad  to  place  their  kraals 
on  the  farms  and  to  work  for  about  8s.  a  month. 
The  children  often  became  house  servants,  and 
between  the  natives  and  the  whites,  all  of  whom 
spoke  Zulu  fluently,  was  much  good  feeling.  In 
more  recent  years,  owing  to  the  Transvaal's  demand 
for  labour,  wages  have  risen  to  three  or  four  times 
the  old  figure,  while  the  quality  of  service  is  not 
what  it  was.  Many  of  the  younger  men  come  back 
dissatisfied  from  the  Rand,  where  they  have  received 
big  wages,  acquired  dissolute  habits,  and  learned  to 
think  and  speak  disrespectfully  of  the  whites.  More 
and  more,  too,  the  natives  are  coming  in  contact  with 
the  mission  stations.  A  mission-station  Kaffir  is  no 
use  to  any  one,  for  he  has  acquired  the  vices  of  the 
white  man  without  his  virtues.  In  return  for  a 
smattering  of  education  and  Christianity,  he  is  liable 
to  become  conceited,  insolent,  and  secretly  disloyal. 
He  has  learned  that  all  men  are  equal  in  the  sight 
of  God,  without  the  useful  corollary  that  they  are 
not  equal  in  the  sight  of  men  and  that  the  world 
conforms  to  the  latter  usage.  Missionaries,  both 
white  and  black,  liquor-sellers,  and  all  men  who 
lower  in  the  native  mind  the  respect  due  to  the 
dominant  race,  may  be  laying  up  for  us  a  future 
store  of  trouble  in  Africa. 

Natal  is  a  fertile  country,  with  a  beautiful  climate, 
yet  there  are  great  drawbacks  to  agriculture. 
Drought  or  locusts  can  ruin  a  crop,  and  animals 
are  susceptible  to  strange  diseases.  I  have  seen  my 
friends  lose  their  horses,  cattle,  and  poultry  more 
than  once.  But  the  balance  remains  on  the  right 
side.  Life  is  easy  there,  the  farmer's  condition  is 
comfortable,  if  not  affluent,  and  the  colonists  get 
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more  pleasure  out  of  life  than  most  ;  a  Natal 
country  tennis  party  in  the  old  days,  followed  by 
supper  and  a  dance,  continued  often  for  a  second 
day,  was  as  good  amusement  as  I  remember. 

Passing  to  and  fro  through  Pietermaritzburg,  I 
used  to  put  up  at  the  Horse  Shoe  Hotel,  where 
there  was  a  first-rate  billiard-room.  One  day, 
noticing  a  new  marker,  I  asked  him  to  play,  and  he 
flattened  me  out  badly.  I  said,  "  You  play  a  fairish 
game.  What's  your  name  ? "  "  It's  Stevenson." 
Since  then  he  has  stood  in  the  great  Roberts's 
shoes  as  world's  champion  of  English  billiards. 
Talking  of  Roberts,  he  one  night  gave  an  exhi- 
bition at  the  Rand  Club,  and  when  it  was  over, 
stayed  on  with  me  alone,  talking.  About  2  a.m., 
Roberts  said,  "  I'll  show  you  a  shot  no  one  else 
in  the  world  can  do."  It  was  a  cannon  off 
either  nine  or  eleven  cushions,  and  required  a 
terrific  hit.  He  did  it.  Then  I  took  the  cue,  gave 
a  tremendous  smash,  and — achieved  1  I  put  my 
hand  familiarly  on  his  shoulder,  saying,  "  Roberts, 
you  and  I  are  the  only  people  in  the  world  who  can 
do  that  shot."  It  broke  him  up  altogether.  I  don't 
know  if  he  wept,  but  I  must  have  helped  him  to 
his  cab.  John  Roberts  in  his  prime  was  wonderful ; 
his  stately  presence  and  finely  fitting  clothes,  added 
to  his  iron  nerve,  and  his  then  unique  knowledge  of 
billiards,  was  a  combination  worth  going  far  to  see. 

Natal  is  a  country  neither  rich  nor  important,  but 
has  for  me  an  extraordinary  charm.  A  winter  even- 
ing on  the  uplands,  the  sun  low  on  the  horizon,  a 
slight  chill  in  the  air,  as  of  the  coming  night,  a  patch 
of  rich  bush  not  far  distant,  a  native  kraal,  from 
which  the  smoke  rises  lazily,  a  Kaffir  maiden  perched 
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high  above  the  mabele  to  frighten  birds  from  the 
ripening  grain,  and,  borne  on  the  clear  air,  the 
plaintive  song  of  the  natives  bringing  home  their 
cattle — such  a  picture  is  among  my  treasured 
memories. 

In  the  heart  of  Natal,  just  off  the  Greytown  road, 
there  is  an  old  farmhouse,  where  at  different  times 
have  been  spent  the  happiest  days  of  my  life.  The 
giant  gum-trees  which  surround  it  were  planted 
more  than  fifty  years  ago  by  one  of  the  earliest 
colonists.  This  charming  old  man,  Dr.  Charles 
Bird  Boast,  was  the  first  of  my  friends  to  die.  In 
dying  he  faced,  as  a  thinker,  a  deep,  unknown  sea, 
yet  when  he  knew,  as  a  physician,  that  his  hour 
was  come,  he  called  his  family  round  his  bed  and 
passed  out  conscious  and  smiling,  and  I  was  proud 
of  my  old  friend's  manner  of  death.  He  went  in 
1897  ;  but  the  little  brook  still  murmurs  under  the 
gum-trees  and  the  doves  are  cooing  in  the  branches. 
When  the  longing  for  Africa  comes  on  me  I  leave 
the  utmost  ends  of  the  earth  for  that  old  farmhouse 
on  the  Greytown  road. 

Towards  the  end  of  1894,  when  I  reached  the 
Rand  from  the  Low  Country,  the  great  "  boom " 
was  just  beginning.  It  lasted  a  year,  and  has 
become  historic.  Before  its  height,  on  a  realized 
profit  of  modest  dimensions,  I  visited  Europe. 
How  well  I  remember,  typifying  this  boom  year, 
that  big  crowd  on  the  steps  of  the  Paris  Bourse. 
Above  the  roar,  stentorian  voices  shouted,  "  Mossa- 
medes  1  Mossamedes,  a  soixante  quinze  ! "  Here 
were  shares  of  a  district  a  thousand  miles  from  the 
Rand,  where  no  gold  existed,  and  I  knew  then  that 
the  French  investor  was  doomed.  If  he,  why  not 
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others  ?  That  night,  I  wrote  to  a  friend  on  the 
Rand,  "  Sell  everything  you  hold.  The  world  is 
gone  mad."  When  my  letter  arrived,  he  told  me 
afterwards,  he  could  have  turned  the  scale  at 
;£6o,ooo.  He  hesitated,  and  was  lost.  Next  year 
he  cleared  out  with  only  ^17,000. 

When  I  got  back,  in  October,  '95,  the  "boom" 
was  breaking.  Johannesburg  was  still  rolling  in 
money,  and  people  were  intoxicated  with  success ; 
but  there  was  an  undercurrent  of  uneasiness  about, 
and  the  share  market  was  nervous.  Clearly  some- 
thing was  in  the  wind. 


CHAPTER   III 
THE  TORTOISE'S   HEAD 

ON  an  evening  in  early  December,  I  sat  at  dinner 
in  the  Rand  Club.  I  was  alone,  at  my 
favourite  corner  table ;  sipping  a  chocolate  ice,  I 
mused  pleasantly  over  my  affairs. 

One  of  my  friends  came  in  and  sat  by  me.  He 
said,  "  I'm  going  to  tell  you  something,  and  you 
must  swear  to  keep  it  secret." 

"  Oh,  all  right." 

"  Well,  there's  going  to  be  a  revolution  in  a  few 
weeks.  I  don't  know  all  the  details  ;  but  it's  to  get 
us  the  franchise.  Rhodes  is  behind  it,  and  Jameson 
will  come  in  with  the  Chartered  police  to  put  it 
down.  But  the  first  thing  is  to  capture  the  arsenal 
at  Pretoria.  They're  getting  five  hundred  picked 
men  to  volunteer  for  this ;  I've  joined,  and  they 
asked  me  to  get  you.  Of  course,  it'll  be  dangerous 
work." 

I  seemed  to  swallow  something.  I  heard  my 
voice  saying,  "  Oh  yes,  I'll  join,"  and  I  ordered 
another  ice.  Promising  to  give  details  as  they 
came  to  him,  my  friend  went  off. 

I  sat  on  quietly.  But  how  hot  it  was  1  ...  To 
take  the  arsenal  1  Why,  the  place  simply  bristled — 
Of  course,  it'll  be  dangerous  work !  In  a  flash  I 
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realized  that  I  wanted  no  vote,  that  it  was  shameful 
to  rob  the  Boers  of  their  country. 

But  there  I  was — pledged.  One  of  five  hun- 
dred picked  men  1  Passionate  lover  of  peace  as 
I  then  knew  myself,  I  could  do  nothing.  Then 
I  thought  of  my  shares  that  were  being  carried  on 
the  London  market.  I  went  back  to  my  rooms  and 
put  my  selling  orders  into  code. 

For  the  last  few  years  of  his  life  Cecil  Rhodes 
was  the  biggest  man  in  the  world,  as  I  believe 
Porfirio  Diaz  of  Mexico  to  have  been  for  some 
years  after  Rhodes's  death.  He  had  not  the  greatest 
intellect ;  but  a  strong  brain,  a  fixed  purpose,  a 
gigantic  personality,  unrivalled  achievement,  and 
immense  prestige  set  him  on  the  pinnacle.  He 
was  Premier  of  the  Cape,  Life  Governor  of  De 
Beers,  and  Dictator  of  Rhodesia — a  great  stretch 
of  territory  he  had  added  to  the  Empire.  He  was  a 
millionaire  by  his  holdings  in  the  diamond  and  gold 
mines.  In  the  latter  his  power  was  not  openly 
exercised ;  but,  from  the  capitalists  downward,  he 
was  looked  up  to  by  all  as  the  leader.  He  was  the 
uncrowned  king  of  South  Africa. 

Rhodes's  greatest  scheme,  unification  of  South 
Africa  under  the  British  flag,  still  remained  to 
accomplish.  But  he  suffered  from  a  weak  heart; 
he  knew  his  years  were  numbered,  and  tried  to 
force  things  which  could  not  be  forced. 

As  a  lever  in  his  scheme,  he  seized  on  the  political 
agitation  in  the  Transvaal.  The  large  English  com- 
munity there  was  demanding  the  franchise.  But  as 
these  people  promised  soon  to  outnumber  the  Boers, 
and  made  no  secret  of  their  British  sympathies,  and 
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as  the  wording  of  the  suzerainty  document  was 
vague,  one  can  at  least  understand  President 
Kruger's  action  in  refusing  it. 

Towards  the  end  of  1895  the  Uitlander  leaders 
planned  a  revolution.  They  worked  in  collusion 
with  Rhodes;  his  brother  joined  their  inner  com- 
mittee, his  money  and  influence  were  behind 
them. 

The  scheme  as  outlined  was  this  :  On  a  given  day 
five  hundred  picked  men  would  seize  the  arsenal  at 
Pretoria,  capture  the  President  and  his  advisers, 
and  paralyse  the  Government.  Simultaneously  the 
English  along  the  Rand  would  rise  and  proclaim  a 
revolution.  The  Administrator  of  Rhodesia,  Dr. 
Jameson,  would  be  stationed  on  the  frontier  with 
the  Chartered  Company's  regiment  of  police,  and 
being  appealed  to  by  the  Uitlanders,  would  come 
in  to  establish  law  and  order.  A  formal  letter  was 
drafted  and  sent  him,  and  it  remained  only  to  fix 
the  day.  No  one  seemed  to  anticipate  failure. 

Beyond  this  stage  the  plans  of  the  inner  circle 
were  not  clear.  Some  were  for  annexing  the  country 
to  the  Empire,  others  declared  in  favour  of  retain- 
ing the  Republic  and  its  flag.  There  was  a  deadlock. 
On  Christmas  morning,  as  I  went  into  the  club, 
Charles  Leonard  and  F.  H.  Hamilton  came  out  and 
drove  to  Park  Station.  They  were  leaving  for  Cape 
Town,  to  lay  the  flag  question  before  Rhodes. 

That  some  member,  or  members,  of  the  British 
Government  knew  unofficially  of  the  plot,  I  believe; 
but  that  Rhodes  told  the  High  Commissioner  what 
was  going  on  is  unlikely — if  he  did,  he  garbled  the 
facts.  It  is  also  doubtful  if  Rhodes  was  sincere 
toward  the  inner  circle.  It  is  said  that  he  assured 
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them  the  British  Government  knew,  and  would  act 
in  sympathy  when  the  time  came.  Either  Rhodes 
lied,  or  they,  as  we  were  told  the  High  Com- 
missioner would  at  once  come  up  and  recognize 
the  revolution,  and  a  member  of  the  inner  circle 
swore  to  me  that,  so  far  as  he  knew,  the  British 
Government  was  going  to  help  us.  As  to  the  ethics 
of  such  action  on  England's  part,  or  its  inherent 
probability,  we  didn't  bother  our  heads.  Rhodes 
was  all-powerful ;  if  he  said  the  thing  would  be,  it 
would  be. 

To  me  it  mattered  not  who  was,  or  was  not, 
behind  the  plot.  A  small  pawn  in  the  game,  I  was 
in  because  my  club  friends  were  in.  I  had  no 
politics.  I  wanted  no  franchise.  I  failed  to  see 
why  any  Britisher  did.  What  really  worried  me 
was  the  taking  of  that  arsenal  I 

As  December  waned,  the  excitement  in  Johannes- 
burg became  intense.  We  knew  Jameson  and  his 
police  were  waiting,  encamped  on  the  border,  and 
we  expected  hourly  to  hear  that  the  day  had  been 
fixed.  But  the  Boers  were  getting  suspicious.  Too 
many  people  were  in  the  secret.  The  President  got 
to  know  something  ;  in  a  speech  at  Middelburg  he 
compared  the  Uitlander  agitation  with  the  tortoise — 
which  is  only  scotched  when  it  puts  out  its  head. 

The  next  we  heard  was  that,  Pretoria  being  on  the 
alert,  it  had  been  decided  to  drop  the  attempt  on  the 
arsenal,  and  some  of  us  took  that  disappointment 
wonderfully  well.  Then,  at  Christmas,  the  trouble 
over  the  flag  question  leaked  out. 

Immediately  the  discovery  followed  that  enough 
guns  and  ammunition  could  not  be  got  through  in 
time.  This  altered  everything,  and  the  rising  was 
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postponed  for  three  weeks  ;  but  that  there  had  been 
postponement  was  known  only  to  the  leaders. 

The  guns  were  coming  through  from  Kimberley, 
hidden  in  trucks  of  coke.  Only  2,300  Lee-Metfords, 
three  Maxims,  and  a  small  quantity  of  ammunition 
had  arrived,  and  that  was  all  that  ever  got  in. 

And  then,  just  at  the  end  of  the  year,  as  tension 
was  relaxing,  a  rumour  spread  like  wildfire.  Jameson 
had  crossed  the  border  !  He  had  cut  the  wires ;  he 
had  taken  the  bit  in  his  teeth,  and  was  galloping  to 
the  Rand  1 

When  postponement  was  decided  on,  three 
messengers  were  sent  to  Jameson  post-haste.  One 
went  round  by  De  Aar,  another  rode  direct  to 
Mafeking,  and  the  third  by  a  route  I  have  forgotten 
— possibly  through  Lichtenburg.  One,  at  least,  of 
these  reached  him,  to  receive  in  reply  the  words, 

"They  may  send  me  fifty  messengers,  but 

I'm  coming." 

In  those  days,  with  a  little  luck,  I  might  have 
perhaps  changed  the  face  of  history.  A  week  be- 
fore Jameson  started,  there  went  to  Mafeking  at  my 
expense  an  ex-officer  of  the  British  Army,  with 
instructions  to  report  on  the  position.  He  carried 
a  private  code,  dealing  ostensibly  with  mining  affairs. 
Duly  reaching  Mafeking,  he  rode  out  to  Jameson's 
camp  at  Pitsani,  spent  the  whole  of  that  Sunday 
there,  and  returned  to  Mafeking  at  sundown. 

But  where  was  his  prescience  ?  Where  his  mili- 
tary instinct  ?  Within  an  hour  of  his  leaving  to 
return  to  Mafeking  the  whole  of  Jameson's  regiment 
had  broken  camp  and  crossed  the  border.  Next 
morning  I  got  a  wire  which,  de-coded,  read  : 
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"Jameson  is  here  with  seven  hundred  men  and 
eight  Maxims.  He  will  not  move  for  a  few  days." 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  less  than  five  hundred 
men,  and  had  moved  the  night  before  !  If  my  man 
had  grasped  the  position  that  Sunday,  and  had 
actually  seen  the  start,  how  different  might  things 
have  been.  I  got  his  wire  at  eleven  on  Monday 
morning.  Had  this  described  the  true  state  of  things 
I  should  at  once  have  handed  it  to  the  inner  circle, 
who  had  no  information  till  five  in  the  evening. 
With  that  six  hours  in  hand,  and  a  peremptory 
message  sent  out  to  Jameson  from  Rhodes  and 
the  High  Commissioner,  it  is  conceivable  he  might 
have  turned  back. 

As  it  was,  the  inner  circle  was  staggered,  and  there 
was  consternation  in  high  places.  Jameson's  action 
had  upset  everything ;  their  schemes,  Rhodes's 
schemes,  were  ruined.  What  British  Government, 
what  High  Commissioner  would  support  action  of 
this  sort  ?  There  were  no  guns  to  speak  of,  and 
little  ammunition.  The  Boers,  warned  in  time, 
were  arming  to  the  teeth.  Their  commandos 
already  converged  on  the  Mafeking  road. 

At  the  club,  that  first  night,  the  air  was  electric. 
The  leaders  were  not  there,  and  no  one  seemed  to 
know  just  what  was  happening ;  but  it  was  taken 
for  granted  that  Jameson  would  ride  through  the 
streets  in  a  day  or  two,  and  at  the  thought  of  a 
successful  revolution,  of  the  final  overthrow  of 
Krugerism,  we  shouted  so  that  the  rafters  rang. 
Quite  a  number  of  members  were  drunk.  Patriotic 
songs  were  sung  in  unison,  and  as  this  or  that  man 
came  in  he  received  an  ovation.  In  a  moment  of 
exaltation,  a  gigantic  Afrikander  jumped  on  the  bar. 
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Piled  upon  it  were  immense  numbers  of  glasses. 
With  his  powerful  legs  he  swept  these  to  destruc- 
tion, and  stood  poised  up  there,  the  only  living 
thing.  Flushed  with  intense  excitement,  he  had 
shattered  some  hundreds  of  tumblers. 

Rising  early  next  morning,  I  dressed  deliberately 
as  for  a  revolution.  I  wore  my  oldest  suit,  leggings, 
and  my  golfing  boots,  but  discarded  trousers  for 
riding  breeches,  as  looking  a  thought  manlier  ;  then 
I  pressed  a  wide-brimmed  hat  on  my  head  and  made 
for  the  streets.  My  appearance  at  once  impressed 
some  one  in  authority,  whom,  I  cannot  now  re- 
member. Taking  me  to  Heygate's  stables,  he  pulled 
aside  a  heap  of  straw,  disclosing  a  number  of  rifles. 
These  he  instructed  me  to  carry,  secretly,  to  a 
rendezvous  in  Doornfontein,  and  disappeared. 

I  proceeded  to  commandeer  a  Cape  Boy  driving 
a  wagon  and  four  mules.  Loading  the  wagon 
with  rifles,  which  we  again  covered  with  straw,  I 
mounted  beside  him.  As  we  trotted  down  Com- 
missioner Street,  several  of  the  police  looked 
suspicious,  but  in  the  general  excitement  no  one 
challenged.  I  reached  Doornfontein  safely,  and 
handed  over  my  cargo. 

That  afternoon  there  was  no  need  for  further 
secrecy.  The  Government  had  withdrawn  the 
police  into  the  fort,  and  we  were  free  to  act.  The 
inner  circle  had  not  been  idle.  The  Reform  Com- 
mittee was  in  being,  a  manifesto  had  been  issued, 
volunteers  were  pouring  in,  and  military  prepara- 
tions were  in  full  swing. 

Our  regiment,  nucleus  of  that  "  five  hundred 
picked  men,"  assembled  in  Government  Square  at 
5  p.m.  It  was  the  Old  Guard  of  Johannesburg, 
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the  aristocracy  of  the  Rand  1  Many  of  its  members 
belonged  to  the  club,  some  drove  their  carriages, 
and  there  were  men  in  its  ranks  who  played  poker 
with  a  £2  "  ante."  Nor  did  we  stand  there  mere 
revolutionary  riff-raff.  It  was  already  known  among 
us  that  some  generous  source  behind  the  Reform 
Committee  was  financing  this  rising,  and  that  we 
were  to  receive  each  £i  a  day  for  our  services. 

As  the  sun  was  setting,  our  captain  rode  down 
the  lines  on  a  white  horse.  We  cheered  him.  He 
rose  in  his  stirrups  and  made  a  speech  ;  we  cheered 
again.  Then,  following  blindly  and  singing,  we 
marched  out  of  the  square  and  up  Hospital  Hill, 
into  the  night. 

We  marched  on  to  the  ridge  above  the  town,  and 
were  dismissed.  We  were  there,  the  place  of  honour, 
to  guard  the  reservoir,  and  in  the  probable  line  of 
attack.  It  was  late,  and  most  found  shelter  and 
sleep  within  the  walls  of  the  unfinished  Nazareth 
Home. 

That  night,  in  the  brilliant  moonlight,  the  old 
year  died.  Lying  on  the  ground,  I  took  midnight 
by  my  watch,  and  wondered  what  the  New  Year 
would  bring  forth.  At  the  dawn  a  bugle  call  sum- 
moned us.  Turning  out,  we  found  our  camp  was 
increased,  Cornish  miners  and  other  sturdy  volun- 
teers having  been  sent  up  during  the  night.  Arms 
were  being  distributed  and  magazines  filled  ;  in  the 
grey  light  unaccustomed  hands  fingered  triggers 
and  two  rifles  went  off.  An  uneasy  feeling  was 
generated,  but  there  were  no  casualties. 

Two  Maxims  were  being  placed  in  position ; 
these  we  were  set  to  build  round  with  rocks.  In 
the  afternoon  the  Nazareth  Home  was  trenched 
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Blankets,  stores,  and  food  were  pouring  in,  and 
our  regimental  cooks  began  to  serve  up  fairish 
meals.  Every  now  and  then  some  smartly  dressed 
young  fellow  on  a  polo  pony  would  gallop  up,  give 
instructions  to  our  officers,  and  dash  off  again ; 
these  were  staff  officers  from  headquarters. 

I  listened  to  two  Cornish  miners  handling  their 
Lee-Metfords.  "  What's  this  ?  "  said  one,  pointing 
to  the  magazine.  "That's  for  sandwiches."  That 
day,  too,  one  of  the  staff  officers,  halted  in  his 
gallop  by  a  bank  clerk  disguised  as  a  sentry,  and 
told  to  "  Stand,  and  give  the  counterfoil  1 "  was 
greatly  shocked.  At  sunset  a  bugle  called  us  out 
to  drill,  and  sentries  were  placed  a  mile  out. 

The  next  night  was  the  most  dramatic  in  my  life. 
At  dusk,  with  my  friends  E.  B.  C.  Curtis,  Will 
Pott,  G.  C.  Fitzpatrick,  and  Howard  Pirn,  I  went 
out  on  all-night  sentry-go.  We  were  placed  beside 
a  small  wood  on  the  ridge  above  the  town,  and 
some  half  a  mile  from  the  police  fort.  It  was  pitch 
dark,  raining  heavily,  and  while  two  patrolled  the 
wood-side  the  others  lay  soaking  under  such  shelter 
as  waterproofs  gave.  Curtis  was  in  charge,  a  cor- 
poral for  that  night.  But  in  such  weather  discip- 
line was  forgotten  ;  I  saw  him  drinking  from  Pott's 
whisky  bottle  without  affectation. 

Suddenly  we  started  up.  From  the  police  fort 
two  signal  balls  of  coloured  fire  had  been  thrown 
into  the  air ;  they  were  continued,  with  intervals, 
for  an  hour.  The  enemy  was  stirring.  This  was 
about  ten  o'clock. 

Quiet  fell  again.  The  rain  was  heavier  than  ever  ; 
as  the  time  passed  we  were  uneasily  alert,  and  kept 
peering  into  the  wood. 
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Then  from  Johannesburg  came  two  rumbling 
explosions.  We  looked  at  one  another,  and  some 
one  said,  "The  railway's  been  blown  up."  The 
Staats  Artillerie  was  being  rushed  through  to 
Krugersdorp. 

We  were  painfully  excited.  We  knew  Jameson 
was  not  far  off  and  that  the  Boers  were  closing 
in  on  him.  By  two  o'clock  the  rain  had  nearly 
ceased  and  the  air  was  clearer.  At  half-past  two, 
from  somewhere  on  the  West  Rand,  came  a  long, 
low  growl.  Then  another,  and  another  1  From 
that  distance  it  was  just  the  growl  of  a  dog.  It  was 
Jameson's  Maxims.  They  were  on  him  already  1 

Five  or  six  times  before  the  dawn  there  were 
spurts  from  the  Maxims,  and  then  long,  silent 
intervals.  All  the  time  we  patrolled  up  and  down 
and  kept  peering  into  the  wood. 

Day  broke  to  a  renewed  burst  of  firing.  The 
rain  had  stopped,  but  we  were  drenched  to  the  skin. 
A  feeling  of  impending  calamity  was  on  us ;  I  was 
disillusioned  and  depressed  ;  another  member  of 
the  patrol,  in  ecstasy  of  abandonment,  dragged 
behind  him  a  mud-covered  blanket.  So,  marching 
two  and  two  behind  our  corporal,  we  returned  to 
the  camp. 

Six  hours  later  I  awoke,  refreshed.  I  looked 
round  surprised,  for  Nazareth  Home  was  empty  ; 
there  was  no  one  in  sight.  Taking  up  my  rifle,  I 
went  outside,  and  there,  lining  the  trenches  to 
overflow,  lay  the  Old  Guard. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  I  cried. 

Some  one  raised  his  arm  and  pointed ;  coming  up 
Bezuidenhout's  Valley  was  a  cloud  of  dust 

"  It's  the  Boers,"  said  several,  and  I,  not  knowing 
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how  Boers  approached  their  foes,  thought,  "  It's 
come  at  last." 

But  it  was  not  the  Boers.  Some  Kaffirs  were 
driving  a  herd  of  cattle  up  the  valley ;  as  the 
leading  animals  showed  through  the  dust,  the 
trenches  disgorged. 

There  had  been  distant  firing  all  morning,  and  we 
felt  things  were  going  wrong.  A  dozen  of  us 
roamed  disconsolately  over  the  veld,  and  about 
lunch-time  were  outside  E.  P.  Rathbone's  house. 
He  was  State  mining  inspector  then  ;  officially  an 
enemy.  But  what  an  enemy  1  We  were  summoned 
indoors,  and,  in  less  time  than  I  can  write  the 
words,  were  sitting  down  to  a  superb  round  of  beef, 
with  two  vegetables.  Rathbone  and  his  wife  served 
us  themselves  ;  and  what  with  the  good  food  and 
the  cheerful  talk,  our  spirits  went  up  with  a  bound. 

I  have  never  forgotten  that  kindly  act.  Was  it 
not  the  chivalrous  Sir  Philip  Sydney  who  tendered 
a  dying  soldier  his  cup  of  water  ?  To  us,  guardians 
of  Johannesburg's  reservoir,  such  an  offering  had 
lacked  in  subtlety.  But  this  stout  joint,  to  men 
downhearted !  It  was  of  the  very  essence  of 
fitness. 

Before  night  fell  Jameson  and  his  little  army  had 
capitulated  at  Doornkop.  Next  day  Cronje  and  his 
Boers  marched  them  to  Pretoria.  Far  off,  towards 
the  line  of  march,  rode  parties  of  mounted  men, 
and  we  could  see  what  some  one  called  the 
"  heliotrope  "  flashing  the  news  from  hill  to  hill. 

In  those  few  days  we  only  knew  dimly  what  was 
happening.  But  the  air  was  full  of  wildest  rumours. 
Jameson  and  his  officers  had  been  shot  1  The 
High  Commissioner  was  on  his  way  in  a  special 
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train  1  Britain  was  enforcing  the  suzerainty  1 
War  had  been  declared  I  Our  Sergeant- Major — 
I  will  call  him  Mclntosh — brother  of  a  then  famous 
prima  donna,  announced  that  two  hundred  and  fifty 
men,  with  led  horses,  had  arrived  from  Natal,  and 
were  camped  at  the  City  and  Suburban  mine.  I  was 
fed  up  with  this  sort  of  thing.  I  said  : — 

"  I'll  bet  you  a  pound  that's  not  true." 

"Done!" 

I  was  "donel"  The  story  was  a  lie,  like  the 
rest ;  but  to  this  day  I  have  not  seen  the  colour 
of  his  money. 

A  fact  of  psychologic  interest  at  this  strange 
time  was  the  curse  of  militarism  which  now 
descended.  Jameson  had  been  for  days  in  Pretoria 
gaol,  Boer  commandos  surrounded  the  Rand,  the 
Staats  Artillerie  waited  the  word  to  blow  us  to 
pieces,  we  knew  by  this  time  our  poverty  in  arms 
and  ammunition  ;  yet,  in  spite  of  this,  our  military 
leaders,  carried  away  by  brief  power  and  authority, 
busily  built  up  a  fabric  of  red  tape.  Promotions 
were  made,  new  drills  were  put  into  force,  a  poor 
brute  was  put  on  to  practise  bugle  calls,  and  the 
smart-looking  men  on  polo  ponies  galloped  faster 
than  ever.  One  morning  the  bugle  summoned 
us  out ;  a  mounted  officer  rode  down  the  line 
and  held  up  an  official  paper. 

"Men,"  he  shouted,  "you  will  be  glad  to  know 
that  Captain  Goddard  has  been  promoted  major." 
(Cheers.) 

"  Sergeant-Major  Mclntosh  has  been  promoted 
to  regimental  sergeant-major."  (Some  cheers,  and 
a  loud  voice  from  the  ranks,  "  Why  don't  you  give 
me  that  pound  ?  ") 
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There  were  other  promotions  which  I  cannot 
recall. 

After  the  officers  had  left,  the  Old  Guard  still 
stood  to  "attention."  I  stepped  from  the  ranks. 

I  said,  "  I  have  been  asked  to  present  the  regi- 
mental medal  for  bad  drill."  All  eyes  instinctively 
turned  to  G.  C.  Fitzpatrick,  on  whose  breast, 
with  a  few  gracious  words,  I  pinned  the  tinsel. 

Then  a  supreme  moment  came  to  me.  The 
Old  Guard  now  lacked  a  sergeant-major.  A 
deputation  begged  that  I  would  accept  the  post. 

I  said,  "Gentlemen,  I  thank  you.  But  it  cannot 
be,  I  went  into  this  thing  a  private,  and  a  private 
I  intend  to  remain."  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  saw 
where  we  were  drifting.  Before  my  mind's  eye 
had  come  a  vision  of  sunrise  on  the  veld,  and  a 
band  of  officers,  including  sergeant-majors,  being 
led  out  by  the  Boers  for  execution.  So  I  declared 
for  no  responsibility. 

After  Doornkop  I  saw  the  game  was  up.  We 
were  under  arms  for  another  week,  and  hard  at 
work  drilling  before  daybreak ;  but  I  used  to  walk 
down  to  the  club  for  lunch. 

One  day  I  heard  Lionel  Phillips  address  the 
crowd  from  the  Goldfields  building.  Another,  I 
stood  next  Sir  Sidney  Shippard  as  he  harangued 
from  the  balcony  of  the  Rand  Club.  In  the 
afternoons  I  drove  back  to  camp,  taking  a  few 
luxuries  to  eat  and  drink,  and  we  sat  down  to  a 
game  of  poker. 

The  last  phase  came  on  or  about  January  gth. 
The  Boers  sent  in  to  demand  our  surrender.  If  we 
refused,  they  were  to  blow  Johannesburg  to  pieces. 
It  was  no  idle  threat. 
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There  was  indecision  in  the  councils  of  the  Reform 
Committee;  still  more  among  our  military  staff. 
Our  position  was,  of  course,  hopeless ;  but  there 
seemed  to  be  a  feeling  that  the  rank  and  file  under 
arms  would  refuse  to  lay  down  their  rifles,  and  that 
much  futile  bloodshed  might  follow. 

The  Old  Guard  was  summoned,  informally,  to 
confer  with  its  commander.  He  laid  the  case  before 
us.  The  gist  of  his  argument  was,  "Keep  your 
rifles.  Fight  it  out."  It  was  bad  advice — indeed, 
sheer  madness  ;  but  the  men  were  flattered.  They 
saw  themselves  emerging  bloody,  but  victorious. 
There  were  cries  of  "  We'll  follow  you  I"  "Never 
give  in  1 "  "  Stick  to  our  rifles  I " 

When  the  uproar  had  calmed,  I  said,  "What's  the 
use  of  talking  about  rifles  ?  The  Reform  Committee 
will  have  to  surrender,  and  the  rifles  will  be  the  first 
things  to  be  given  up." 

A  howl  of  execration  met  me.  I  saw  in  their  eyes 
the  glare  of  men  waiting  for  a  scapegoat,  and  knew 
if  I  said  more  they  would  tear  me  limb  from  limb. 
So  I  left  the  meeting  and  went  off  to  lunch  at  the 
club,  where  I  learned  the  true  drift  of  things. 

That  evening,  by  command  of  the  Reform  Com- 
mittee, every  rifle  was  handed  over  to  the  Boers. 
The  camp  was  emptied,  the  Old  Guard  was  dis- 
banded, and  I  slept  comfortably  in  my  own  bed. 

The  revolution  was  at  an  end.  We  had  been  nine 
days  under  arms,  and  received  each,  some  thousands 
of  us,  a  cheque  for  .£9.  Among  the  Old  Guard 
many  presented  their  cheques  to  the  Johannesburg 
Hospital.  Mine  I  spent  on  myself,  thus  losing  for  all 
time  to  come  my  amateur  status. 

The  statement  has  often  been  made  that  the  people 
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of  Johannesburg  were  cowards,  who,  after  asking 
Jameson  to  come  to  their  aid,  left  him  deliberately 
to  his  fate.  This  is  just  as  much  a  lie  as  the  rumours 
which  gained  credence  in  those  days. 

From  the  leaders  downward,  the  people  of 
Johannesburg  had  their  full  share  of  pluck.  Had 
there  been  fighting,  as  was  expected  daily,  they 
would  have  put  up  a  good  fight. 

The  Reform  Committee,  sitting  day  and  night, 
shirked  no  responsibility.  The  leaders  themselves 
showed  they  possessed  other  virtues  than  money. 
They  came  out  of  the  thing  well.  It  is  to  those  few 
days  in  council,  for  example,  that  George  Farrar 
owes  his  present  position. 

What  could  we  have  done  ?  Jameson,  by  his 
action,  had  ruined  everything.  To  rise,  after  he 
had  cut  the  wires  and  crossed  the  border,  gave 
us  no  political  status.  We  had  few  arms  and 
little  ammunition.  We  were  unmounted.  Ere  we 
had  gone  a  mile  to  meet  him  we  had  been  blown 
to  pieces. 

The  leaders  stood  by  Jameson  through  it  all. 
When  the  world,  not  knowing  the  truth,  called  them 
cowards  and  craven,  they  answered  with  never  a 
word,  taking  the  obloquy.  There  was  much  of  the 
essence  of  farce  in  this  revolution  ;  but  the  men  who 
ran  it  did  their  duty  in  the  face  of  heavy  odds,  and 
the  rank  and  file  were  ready  to  do  theirs.  We  were 
not  shirkers. 

And  the  strangest  thing  of  all  is  Jameson's  career. 
Handed  over  to  our  Government  by  Kruger,  he  went 
to  prison  for  a  season.  In  after-years,  the  political 
mantle  of  the  dead  Colossus  fell  on  him.  He  became 
Premier  of  the  Cape.  There,  by  his  magnetic  charm 
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and  real  ability,  he  did  the  work  of  a  statesman.  He 
was  loved  by  the  English,  respected  by  the  Dutch. 
The  man  who  once  set  Africa  ablaze  has  lived  to 
become  a  potent  factor  toward  its  ultimate  unifi- 
cation. 


CHAPTER   IV 
"LIFE'S    LIQUOR" 

THE  passion  for  travel,  which  has  given  my  life 
its  bent,  was  to  tear  me  from  my  beloved 
South  Africa.  I  left  there  in  1897.  Like  others,  I 
needed  to  work  ;  since  the  old  Nigel  days  I  have 
inspected  more  than  five  hundred  mines.  But,  work 
or  no  work,  I  had  to  travel ;  my  brain,  my  whole 
being,  never  left  that  in  doubt.  To-day,  at  forty, 
I  have  seen  the  world  from  end  to  end. 

After  the  most  fatuous  "  mining "  course  on 
record,  I  left  Cambridge  just  one  of  that  mass  of 
well-reared,  half-educated,  almost  useless  young 
men  whom  the  British  system  turns  out  year  after 
year.  I  was  a  gentleman,  but  no  mining  engineer. 
I  could  row,  and  play  billiards,  and  drink  claret  cup, 
but  was  no  earthly  use  with  a  theodolite.  Yet 
mining  is  a  fine  profession ;  it  calls  for  character, 
ability,  and  men  fit  for  any  station,  and  that  the 
social  Universities  practically  bar  the  would-be 
mining  engineer  is  one  of  the  many  lines  along 
which  they  fail.  We  have  need  of  our  best  in 
mining,  brainy  men,  men  of  breeding,  because  the 
interests  at  stake  are  national — for  example,  we 
control  70  per  cent,  of  the  world's  output  of  gold. 
We  must,  too,  at  all  costs,  keep  in  the  running  with 
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the  United  States.  The  Americans  lead  the  world 
in  mining,  and  have  built  up  a  stupendous  industry. 
They  have  great  mineral  resources  to  draw  on,  it  is 
true,  yet  not  greater  than  those  of  the  British 
Empire.  But  in  America  the  mining  engineer  is 
high  in  the  social  scale  ;  he  ranks  with  the  best ;  he 
is  a  college  man,  following  up  with  a  technical 
education  at  one  or  other  of  the  Universities  that 
puts  our  technical  system  to  shame.  He  is  credited 
with  brains  above  the  ruck.  An  American  mining 
engineer,  well  known  to  me,  was  offered,  and 
declined,  the  post  of  Minister  to  China. 

Now  what  is  the  position  of  the  mining  engineer 
in  English  society  ?  To  many  people  he  figures  as 
a  superior  mechanic ;  to  others  he  is  the  superin- 
tendent of  a  coalpit ;  to  women,  who  are  extra- 
ordinarily vague  in  these  things,  he  is  a  sort  of 
stoker,  and  to  a  mother  in  society,  even  where  no 
butler  might  be  kept,  a  mining  engineer  as  a  parti 
would  be  unthinkable. 

I  want  to  see  these  things  altered.  We  must  not 
be  left  behind  in  mining.  If  we  fail  in  this  profes- 
sion, that  has  become  so  important,  we  can  fail  in 
others;  then  we  shall  be  second-rate. 

I  developed  a  great  love  of  gold-mining.  On  the 
Rand,  in  1893,  I  spent  my  Saturday  afternoons 
walking  along  the  deep  levels,  and  gauged  their 
value.  I  bought  block  after  block,  in  my  mind's 
eye,  while  Alfred  Beit  bought  them  for  cash  and 
made  his  millions.  In  later  years,  when  the  Rand 
went  deep-level  mad,  I  was  first  to  point  out  that 
these  mines  were  poorer  than  the  shallower  mines, 
and  the  finance  of  many  of  them  unsound.  I  was 
laughed  at,  then  reviled.  But  I  knew  my  facts,  and 
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time  proved  me  only  too  right.  In  any  mining 
question,  instinct  guided  me  at  once  to  the  money 
aspect.  Would  it  pay  ?  I  saw  clever  men  absorbed 
in  side  issues — in  geology,  in  machinery,  in  electric 
schemes — things  of  secondary  importance  ;  for  me, 
if  a  mine  was  poor,  if  it  even  looked  shaky,  all  the 
geology  of  Lyell,  all  the  electric  erudition  of 
Siemens  and  Halske,  were  as  sounding  brass  or  a 
tinkling  cymbal. 

Specializing  in  my  own  branch — in  mine  valuation 
—  I  gave  up  the  executive  side  ;  not  through  dislike, 
but  because  I  wanted  freedom  to  travel.  I  valued 
mines,  I  wrote  reports,  but  my  physical  labours, 
except  in  sampling  work,  were  at  an  end. 

I  have  often  regretted  this  ;  not  deeply,  but  a  little 
wistfully.  It  is  pleasant  to  visit  a  mine,  to  spend 
some  weeks  over  a  valuation,  and  then  to  be  off 
elsewhere ;  yet  deep  down  in  me  is  the  idea  that 
the  man  who  sticks  to  one  mine,  who  builds  it 
up  from  a  mere  prospect  into  a  great  organization, 
has  chosen  the  better  part.  Such  a  man  builds 
up  his  character  with  his  mine ;  he  creates,  he 
gives  to  the  world  more  than  he  takes.  Retiring  at 
length,  a  master  craftsman,  he  looks  back  upon 
a  work  begun,  succeeding,  carried  through — 
upon  an  existence  holding  all  the  elements  of 
thoroughness. 

I  feel  I  was  born  to  manage  a  great  mine.  The 
qualities  were  there — financial,  executive,  adminis- 
trative— though  I  did  not  use  them.  With  natives, 
too,  I  could  do  anything.  I  have  known  for  years 
that  the  greatest  problem  of  the  Rand  lies  in  the 
technical — not  the  mental — education  of  the  Kaffir. 
Given  a  mine  to  run,  I  had  carried  this  education 
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of  black  muscles  some  stages  forward  a  decade 
ago. 

But  these  are  vain  imaginings  ;  I  have  never  run 
a  gold-mine,  and  now  I  never  shall.  Yet  those  ideal 
assay  plans  !  Those  ore-reserves — "  probable,"  and 
"on  three  sides,"  and  near  the  million  mark  1 
Those  clean,  narrow  stopes,  through  which  I  should 
have  passed  by  day,  and  often,  too,  by  night  1 
Those  wonderful  analyses  of  labour  and  of  expendi- 
ture I — things  that  once  flowered  as  daydreams,  that 
seethed  in  my  brain  as  actualities,  are  now  withered 
and  nearly  dead. 

Still,  I  can  value  a  mine,  clarify  facts  into  small 
compass,  and  write  a  report.  These,  in  their  way, 
are  proper  things,  and  I  must  not  complain. 

For  fifteen  years  I  have  been  more  or  less  behind 
the  scenes  in  metal-mining.  I  knew  the  managers 
on  every  field  and  the  leading  engineers  in  every 
centre.  I  knew  just  how  mines  were  developing  all 
over  the  world — how  this  one  was  improving,  this 
declining,  and  that  other  being  forced  for  stock- 
jobbing. My  knowledge  of  the  personnel  of  the 
mining  world  was  unique.  I  knew  that  one  man's 
nod  meant  everything  to  me,  and  another's  twenty- 
page  report  nothing  at  all.  I  carry  in  my  head 
a  list  of  technical  blackguards  that  is  peculiarly 
replete,  and  in  the  streets  of  San  Francisco  it 
was  given  me  to  cut  an  archplotter  of  these  gentry 
dead. 

As  to  the  speculative  side  of  mining — a  different 
sphere — the  more  I  got  to  know,  the  less  I  gambled. 
I  found  out  early  that  the  market  value  of  a  mine  need 
have  no  relation  to  the  intrinsic ;  that  nearly  all 
mines  are  overvalued,  and  that  bargains  are  few  and 
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far  between.  Not  that  I  disapprove  of  speculation  ; 
far  from  it,  but  one  wants  better  value  for  money 
than  is  seen  in  the  mining  list.  Beware  the  mine 
that  is  puffed.  Beware  the  type  of  director  who  takes 
the  cream  off  early  information.  Mines  are  harm- 
less things  in  themselves,  but  the  men  who  control 
them  are  rarely  harmless.  How  needful  it  is  that 
the  men  who  work  them  shall  be  above  suspicion  ! 
Mining  shares  are  bought,  as  a  rule,  on  sentiment — 
on  the  swing  of  the  pendulum.  One  day  sentiment 
is  good,  and  a  hundred  Rand  shares  go  up.  Senti- 
ment continues  good,  and  they  go  up  further. 
After  a  time  there  is  a  burst  of  buying,  almost  a 
"  boom,"  and  yet  there  has  been  no  change  whatever 
in  intrinsic  values. 

The  public  gambles  in  this  way  because  it  must. 
It  is  in  the  nature  of  things.  They  take  immense 
risks,  and  rarely  stand  to  win  ;  but  if  they  choose 
so  to  act,  who  is  to  interfere  ?  I  once  thought  it 
my  mission  to  educate  the  public  about  mines.  I 
got  over  that,  even  as  I  got  over  trying  to  educate 
my  friends.  A  mining  engineer  should  not  give 
casual  advice.  Let  things  go  well,  and  the  recipients 
fawn  upon  him ;  but  let  the  pendulum  swing,  and 
vituperation  is  not  the  word.  He  meant  well ;  but 
he  stood  to  gain  nothing  and  to  lose  a  lot.  Believe 
me,  it  is  a  fool's  game. 

Advice  given  free  is  little  valued.  I  was  closeted 
once  with  a  merchant  in  Glasgow.  He  said,  "  You 
wrote  a  report  on  West  Australian  mines  for  my 
friend,  which  I  saw,  and  acted  on.  I  bought  shares 
which  to-day  show  a  profit  of  ^180,000.  What  am 
I  to  do  ?  "  I  said,  "  It  is  no  concern  of  mine,  and 
in  a  matter  like  this  you  are  not  likely  to  be  guided 
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by  any  one ;  still,  I  beg  of  you  to  sell  out  at  once, 
and  realize." 

But,  like  Naaman  the  Syrian,  the  advice  he  got 
was  too  simple.  Worse,  he  had  gotten  it  for 
nothing,  and  gave  it  therefore  little  heed.  He 
decided  not  to  sell.  The  market,  in  course  of  time, 
fell  appreciably,  his  great  profit  melted  away,  and 
presently,  like  that  other  in  the  Scripture  story,  "  He 
went  out  a  leper  as  white  as  snow." 

In  speculation  there  is  a  sound  maxim  :  stick  to 
what  you  know.  Mines  I  know,  and,  with  patience, 
chances  come.  But  American  Rails  I  don't  know, 
and  some  years  ago  stood  to  lose  a  large  sum  of 
money.  I  had  bought  shares  in  a  line  I  shall  call 
the  Alabama  Central ;  but  the  better  times  foretold 
for  this  Southern  road  had  failed  to  eventuate.  The 
price  was  sagging  away ;  I  was  disgusted,  yet  un- 
willing to  take  definite  action  and  cut  my  loss. 
The  line  was  controlled,  and  its  bonds  held,  by  a 
man  we  will  call  Murphy,  a  great  capitalist,  whose 
knowledge  of  the  psychology  of  share  markets  was 
reputed  profound. 

One  day  I  read  a  cable  in  the  press.  It  said  just 
this  :  "  Mr.  Murphy,  the  Wall  Street  magnate,  has 
presented  a  cathedral  to  Scranton,  Pa."  I  read 
the  words  again,  and  my  hands  that  held  the  paper 
shook  as  with  palsy.  Holy  Moses  1  Did  I,  a  child, 
think  to  match  myself  with  such  as  these  ?  But 
there  was  yet  time.  I  cabled  that  day  to  my  agents 
in  New  York,  "  Sell  my  Alabama  Central  at  once." 
They  were  sold,  and  my  loss  was  considerable  ;  but 
within  a  year  the  road  was  in  the  receiver's  hands, 
and  the  shares  went  for  an  old  song.  I  keep  to 
mines  now.  I  find  it  safer. 
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I  want  a  new  goldfield.  The  baser  metals  fluctu- 
ate too  much ;  gold  only  is  stable.  Excepting  the 
fields  in  Nevada,  and  the  dredging  of  gravels  in 
Siberia  and  Alaska,  there  has  been  no  big  field  dis- 
covered for  twelve  years.  I  rack  my  brains  for  a 
locality.  I  travel  to  and  fro  unceasingly.  I  watch 
for  the  slightest  sign.  I  pray  that  a  great  goldfield 
lies  in  the  womb  of  the  near  future. 


As  I  sought  out  the  world's  beauties,  so  I  have 
searched  for  her  best  peoples.  The  nations,  first 
and  last,  have  passed  before  me.  They  are  like  men 
— good,  bad,  indifferent — to  be  judged,  too,  like 
men,  with  tolerance,  for  environment  is  the  con- 
trolling factor. 

The  peoples  to  whom  I  find  myself  closest — the 
virile  and  intelligent  among  the  nations — are  the 
Americans,  the  Germans,  the  Scandinavians, 
the  Chinese,  and,  if  we  may  call  them  a  nation, 
the  Jews.  With  these  races  I  find  myself  in  sym- 
pathy, from  them  I  can  learn  ;  I  can  respect  them 
— in  brief,  they  are  my  affinities. 

I  would  we  had  the  vitality,  the  wit,  of  the  average 
American.  The  Americans  come  first  with  us.  They 
must  come  first ;  they  are  of  our  blood.  Foolish  old 
George  III,  whom  chance  made  a  king  and  Nature 
endowed  with  the  stubbornness  of  a  mule,  sundered 
us.  Independence  Day,  the  revolt  of  common  sense 
against  autocracy,  should  be  a  festival  for  all  men  of 
British  race.  The  American  is  changing.  Other 
strains  begin  to  course  in  his  blood,  and  environ- 
ment, that  potent  factor,  is  creating  a  new  type.  The 
climate  chisels  those  clear-cut  Indian  profiles  that 
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are  so  attractive,  even  as  it  causes  the  nasal  twang 
that  can  be  so  uncouth. 

The  strong  points  of  the  American — his  energy, 
his  big  ideas,  his  mastery  of  material  problems — are 
known  to  all  the  world.  Those  who  will  not  ac- 
knowledge his  supremacy  in  these  are  distorted  in 
vision  or  jealous.  In  my  own  profession  I  find  a 
visit  to  the  States  quickens  me.  I  feel  new  thoughts 
at  work,  big  brains  shaping  big  schemes,  energy  all 
around  me.  My  brain  catches  something  of  this, 
and  responds.  These  men  make  me  think,  and  I  am 
grateful. 

Where  money  is  concerned,  the  average  American's 
sense  of  honour  is  held  to  be  lax.  This  is  the  world's 
opinion,  and  on  the  whole  correct ;  weighed  by  a 
true  standard,  the  American  is  deficient.  Yet  who 
are  we  to  judge  ?  Beside  other  men,  is  his  sin  more 
than  a  matter  of  degree  ?  We  have  our  own  under- 
world, where  army  contracts  are  given  out  and 
officers  take  bribes,  where  municipal  jobbery  exists, 
where  our  retired,  distinguished  men  become  City 
parasites,  and  where  titles  are  flagrantly  bought  and 
sold.  The  American's  sin  (though  I  do  not  extenu- 
ate it)  is  largely  the  product  of  environment :  for  in 
this  great,  new,  rich  land,  where  fortunes  are  to  be 
had  for  the  grasping,  and  where  the  able  men,  the 
leaders,  are  still  amassing,  public  opinion  is  yet  in 
flux.  In  time,  they  will  turn  from  private  to  national 
affairs,  public  opinion  will  crystallize,  and  the  States 
settle  down  to  such  a  stable  moral  level  as  our  frail 
human  nature  permits. 

It  is  not  all  money-making  with  the  American. 
Some  years  ago  a  funeral  passed  under  the  flam- 
boyants and  tamarinds  at  Bangkok,  and  a  grave 
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received  one  Strobel,  legal  adviser  to  the  King. 
Chulalongkorn,  that  intelligent  monarch,  attended 
for  the  first  time  a  Christian  burial,  and  said  these 
words  to  those  there  assembled  :  "  This  man  was  a 
foreigner,  an  American,  yet  he  was  my  trusted 
friend,  and  the  best  adviser  Siam  ever  had.  I  deeply 
mourn  his  loss." 

The  American,  to  sum  him  up,  is  crudely 
emotional,  lax  in  money  matters,  weak  in  his  hand- 
ling of  women,  and  sets  dollar-making  as  the  goal 
of  life  ;  he  is  mentally  alert,  can  concentrate  on  and 
succeed  in  any  path  of  life,  he  is  a  compeller  of 
nature,  above  all  men  a  doer  of  things,  humorous, 
and  sound  at  heart.  I  am  for  the  Americans  first, 
last,  and  all  the  time. 

The  German,  our  cousin,  is  under  a  cloud  these 
years.  Nourished  on  Great  Bismarck's  "  blood 
and  iron,"  on  the  philosophy  too,  if  I  mistake 
not,  of  Nietzsche,  and  hedged  in  with  scientific 
tariffs,  he  has  become  powerful,  prosperous,  and 
extremely  truculent.  All  nations  unite  in  their  dislike 
of  the  German  :  a  dislike  common  to  Dutch,  Danes, 
French,  Russians,  British,  Turks,  South  Americans, 
even  to  the  Austrians,  his  close  military  allies. 

Jealousy  and  fear  are  factors  in  this  universal  dis- 
like, but  the  German's  unpopularity  lies  in  his 
overbearing  manners ;  he  goes  into  the  world's 
society  a  drill-sergeant,  and  the  world  resents  it. 

A  close  .  observer  will  note  that  the  over- 
bearing type  is  usually  a  Northerner.  The  South 
German,  as  a  rule,  is  milder,  almost  genial ;  but  the 
Prussian,  rough  and  hectoring,  so  dominates  Ger- 
many as  to  obliterate  in  the  world's  eyes  types  more 
suave. 
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In  the  Prussian,  militarism  reaches  its  highest 
expression  ;  the  people  are  dirt,  the  soldier  only  is 
a  man,  and  the  officer  a  god.  I  have  watched 
officers  of  the  Guards  in  the  streets  of  Berlin  ; 
walking  two  or  three  abreast,  in  their  face  an  utter 
unconcern,  they  have  caused  all  not  in  uniform, 
whether  young  or  old,  whether  of  high  or  low 
degree,  whether  schoolgirl  or  sedate  professor,  to 
give  way  before  them.  Yet  by  what  natural  right, 
by  what  right  of  brains  or  character,  does  a  State 
allow  this  ?  These  officers  of  the  Prussian  Guard 
are  the  handsomest  men  I  have  ever  seen,  their 
uniforms  are  fitted  and  worn  to  perfection  ;  yet 
since  when,  among  civilized  peoples,  must  bearded, 
elderly  men  give  way  to  young  swashbucklers  ?  A 
militarism  thus  fostered  will  set  up  a  tremendous 
reaction. 

But  when  I  have  called  the  German  bad-mannered 
and  truculent,  carrying  his  militarism  into  private 
life,  I  have  said  the  worst.  We  all  have  our  faults  ; 
how  many  can  show  the  German's  virtues  ?  He  is 
intellectual,  thorough,  a  good  citizen,  musical, 
scientific,  idealistic,  and  to  those  who  care  for  him 
and  know  him  well,  a  more  simple-minded  and 
kindlier  person  than  foreigners  picture.  As  an 
official,  he  is  honest  with  money  ;  setting  militarism 
aside,  he  is  wonderfully  governed ;  his  cities  are 
model  cities,  his  railways  and  railway  finance  ad- 
mirable ;  his  system  of  life  is  well-balanced,  his 
prosperity,  and  the  general  comfort  of  his  surround- 
ings, is  built  up  by  deliberate  forethought  and 
intelligence. 

The  German,  our  blood  cousin,  is  no  hater  of 
England.  He  respects  us  and  our  qualities;  he 
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knows  the  Briton,  at  heart,  is  his  intellectual  affinity. 
In  a  world  cataclysm,  Briton  and  German  must 
stand  together ;  no  Latin,  no  Slav,  could  supply  in 
such  crisis  that  sense  of  solidarity  that  each  would 
crave. 

The  Scandinavians,  that  is  to  say  Danes,  Nor- 
wegians, Swedes,  and  Finns,  are  the  most  advanced 
peoples  of  the  world.  They  belong  to  what  we  call 
the  "  minor  Powers,"  but  in  the  value  they  extract 
from  life  are  altogether  ahead  of  English  and 
Americans. 

Scandinavians  are,  without  exception,  soundly 
educated.  Tending  to  things  of  the  mind,  they 
produce  artists,  scientists,  and  men  distinguished  in 
life,  out  of  all  proportion  to  their  numbers.  This 
high  note  of  intelligence  is  reflected  in  the  faces  of 
their  women,  adding  quite  markedly  (if  I  except  the 
Finns)  to  their  sexual  attractions.  These  people 
have  solved  problems  we  have  not  begun  to  solve. 
Life  is  evener  with  them;  money  and  happiness 
more  divided  than  among  us.  There  is  still  the 
struggle  for  wealth  ;  but  there  are  many  who  do 
not  participate,  who,  with  moderate,  even  small 
possessions,  are  well  balanced  and  contented,  draw- 
ing from  education  and  their  own  minds  a  satis- 
faction with  life  which  we  often  lack. 

The  problem  of  poverty,  easier  no  doubt  for 
small  States  than  for  great,  has  been  solved,  and  the 
old  are  well  cared  for.  The  drink  curse,  much  less 
rampant  than  with  us,  has  been  taken  in  hand.  In 
the  Swedish  city  of  Gothenburg  a  man  cannot  get 
drunk ;  but,  by  way  of  compensation,  for  the  pay- 
ment of  one  penny  can  spend  his  evening  in 
Tradgardsf6renigen.  This  garden,  on  a  summer's 
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night,  is  perhaps  the  loveliest  spot  in  Europe.  It 
is  full  of  fine  old  trees  and  thousands  of  flowers, 
there  is  a  good  restaurant,  and  a  first-rate  military 
band  :  if  the  weather  is  cold  or  wet,  the  concert 
is  held  under  cover.  Thus  Gothenburg  treats  its 
citizens,  and  a  more  lovely  garden  or  a  more  con- 
tented crowd  I  have  rarely  seen. 

Denmark  has  solved  the  problem  of  agriculture 
and  stock-rearing,  or,  more  correctly,  the  problem 
of  the  peasant  proprietor.  The  thriftless,  unedu- 
cated Briton  of  the  same  social  grade,  handicapped 
no  doubt  by  the  land  laws,  is  many  years  behind 
the  Dane  in  this  great  branch  of  progress. 

The  Swedes  are  a  scientific  people ;  they  are 
advanced  in  the  application  of  chemistry,  and  in 
the  use  of  the  telephone  lead  the  world.  A  Swede 
is  one  of  the  greatest  living  physicists.  They  are 
blessed  with  a  fair  land.  Stockholm,  in  summer,  is 
the  most  charming  city  in  all  Europe,  and  the 
steamers  that  sail  out  nightly  for  the  Gulf  of 
Finland  or  the  island  of  Gotland  traverse  a  sound 
of  surpassing  beauty. 

The  Swede  is  a  German  with  a  Frenchman's 
polish.  He  is  the  least  stable  of  the  Scandinavians, 
and  is  held  to  be  rather  insincere.  The  Swedish 
woman  is  a  fine  creature ;  together  with  the  Austrian, 
I  place  her  first  of  her  sex. 

The  Norwegian,  living  by  rock-girt,  stormy  coast 
or  lonely  fiord,  is  a  gloomy  man.  The  sound  of  the 
waves  beating  in  winter  has  echoed  in  a  hundred 
generations  of  Norwegian  brains  ;  how  shall  he 
then  be  else  ?  Note  in  his  capital,  Christiania,  the 
psychologic  gloom — the  effect  on  architecture  of 
his  predominating  mood  ;  the  palace,  the  parlia- 
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ment,  the  national  theatre  are  sombre  in  the  extreme. 
Christiania  is  a  city  in  a  minor  key. 

Yet,  beneath  his  gloom,  the  Norwegian  is  a 
thinker,  an  intellectuel.  This  cold  Northerner  is 
fired  by  the  imagination,  his  soul  finds  expression 
in  art,  and  that  Ibsen,  Bjornson,  Grieg,  foremost 
in  the  art  of  their  day,  should  have  been  born,  and 
lived,  at  one  and  the  same  time,  in  this  small  com- 
munity, is  a  fact  of  profound  interest.  A  people  less 
intelligent  than  these,  at  the  time  of  severance  from 
Sweden,  would  have  declared  for  a  republic.  They 
pondered  the  matter  ;  they  declared  for  what  the 
world  is  beginning  to  find  safest,  a  constitutional 
king,  and  this  small  people's  action  against  the  wave 
of  republicanism  is  again  matter  for  serious  thought. 
The  sad  note  in  the  Norwegian  is  undoubted ;  yet  it 
is  the  sadness  of  the  sea,  not  of  despair.  Statistics 
show  that  he  takes  his  own  life  one-third  as  often  as 
the  more  joyous  Swede,  and  one-fourth  as  often 
as  that  deep  questioner  of  life,  the  "  melancholy 
Dane." 

The  Finn  I  sometimes  think  of  as  the  most  Christ- 
like  of  men.  Longsuffering,  his  ideals  stifled  by 
his  ethical  inferiors,  his  ugly  face  seems  stamped 
with  sadness.  Those  who  know,  while  admitting 
his  virtues,  point  to  a  dourness  in  him,  to  a  political 
stubbornness,  which  Russia  has  met  with  tolerance, 
and  to  his  bitter  jealousy  of  the  many  and  more  en- 
lightened Swedes  who  live  in  his  land.  Granted. 
Yet  I  know  the  Finns  to  be  mild,  kind,  simple- 
natured.  A  Finn  has  given  me  his  berth  on  a 
crowded  steamer,  railway  guards  have  refused  my 
tips,  and  to  others  of  the  race  I  owe  many  a  kindly 
act.  One  does  not  forget  these  things.  The  forests, 
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with  their  clearings,  and  the  lakes  of  Finland  are 
not  the  least  among  the  pleasant  stretches  of  Scandi- 
navia ;  they  shelter  a  people  from  whom  we  have 
much  to  learn. 

The  Jews  are  the  most  gifted  among  the  nations  ; 
they  are,  truly,  the  "Chosen  People."  Their 
eminence,  relative  to  their  numbers,  in  art,  in 
literature,  in  music,  in  finance,  and  in  many  other 
paths  of  human  effort,  is  quite  extraordinary.  Their 
women,  as  I  have  remarked  in  Odessa,  Warsaw,  and 
other  Jewish  centres,  are  in  their  youth  notable  for 
their  beauty.  The  Jew  is  many-sided  ;  his  facets  are 
those  of  the  diamond — his  chosen  stone.  The 
dirtiest,  the  vulgarest  people  I  have  known  have 
been  Jews,  and  some  of  the  most  refined  ;  the 
grossest  materialists  are  Jews,  and  the  truest  idealists. 
There  is  in  the  Jew  a  strong  vein  of  poetry,  running 
to  mysticism  ;  he  is  an  Oriental  still. 

The  Jew  is  not  so  much  intellectual,  as  innately, 
weirdly  shrewd  and  gifted ;  he  rises  with  lesser 
effort  than  others.  His  cast  of  countenance  is 
rather  repellent,  his  manners  are  too  florid,  he  is 
rarely  what  the  British  call  "good  form"  ;  but  he  is 
goodnatured,  he  does  not  hit  back,  his  women  are 
extraordinarily  faithful  to  him,  and,  setting  aside  my 
admitted  predilection,  I  believe  him  an  altogether 
better  man  than  his  jealous  Christian  rivals  allow. 

And  the  Chinaman  1  As  the  Englishman  is 
the  personality  among  Western  peoples,  so  is  the 
Chinaman  in  the  East.  The  personality,  the 
character  of  China,  of  these  400,000,000,  is  a  very 
profound  fact  in  the  world ;  beside  it,  Japan  re- 
cedes in  the  distance,  and  Siam,  Korea,  the  Malay 
peoples,  and  the  rest,  count  for  nothing  at  all. 
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There  is  only  one  man  in  the  East  who  can 
stand  up  to  the  Chinaman — the  Hindu,  and  he 
lacks  character.  These  two,  between  them,  will 
eat  up  the  smaller  peoples  and  stand  some  day 
face  to  face ;  but  in  time  even  the  Hindu  will  go 
down  before  the  better  man.  I  do  not  speak  of 
war ;  in  the  unchanging  East  these  things  are  left 
to  time.  The  Chinaman,  a  giant  among  men, 
is,  and  may  ever  be,  a  child  in  war ;  he  is  so 
peace-loving  that  the  "Yellow  Peril,"  so  far  as 
he  is  concerned,  is  the  crudest  of  conceptions. 

The  Chinaman  was  civilized  while  we  dwelt  in 
forests.  He  had  evolved  religion,  philosophy,  and 
the  highest  conceptions  of  art  and  beauty  while  we 
yet  stained  ourselves  with  woad  and  pursued  our 
quarry  with  a  meat  axe.  To-day,  with  our  blissful 
ignorance  of  China,  we  call  the  people  heathen,  and 
send  a  swarm  of  missionaries  to  preach  doctrines 
that  our  ablest  men  have  already  discarded.  These 
men  preach  twenty  different  creeds,  they  advocate 
love,  peace,  longsuffering ;  but  let  so  much  as  one 
missionary  be  killed  or  injured,  and  the  clamour  for 
compensation  and  revenge,  backed  always  by  threats 
of  armed  retaliation,  resounds  through  the  land. 
The  Chinaman,  highly  intelligent,  sees  the  irony  of 
it  all.  Our  various  creeds,  jealous,  narrow,  preaching 
salvation  through  twenty  channels,  bewilder  him. 
He  wants  none  of  our  religion  ;  he  has  told  us  so 
a  hundred  times. 

What  is  needed  in  China  is  the  doctor,  man  or 
woman,  who  will  live  among  the  people,  cure  their 
ills,  and  make  their  temporal  lot  happier.  There 
are,  I  am  glad  to  say,  many  of  this  type  already  in 
China,  and  they  are  doing  a  great  and  noble  work ; 
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but  the  missionaries,  after  due  consideration,  I 
should  keep  out. 

The  regeneration  of  China,  along  the  lines  of 
Japan,  I  do  not  look  for  in  our  time.  By  "re- 
generation "  I  mean  reorganization  of  government ; 
for  the  Chinaman,  industrious,  honest,  peaceful  as 
to  the  great  majority,  is  not  in  serious  need  of 
regeneration.  But  good  government  is  mainly  a 
matter  of  sound  finance,  and  the  system  of  cor- 
ruption in  Chinese  official  circles  will  prevent 
anything  like  sound  finance  for  a  long  time  to 
come.  Can  the  leopard  change  his  spots?  Can 
the  Chinese  official — can  any  Eastern  official — look 
at  the  money  question  as  many  of  us  do  ?  If  re- 
generation keep  out  the  missionary,  if  it  keep  out 
the  European,  except  on  reciprocal  terms,  well  and 
good ;  but  a  civilized  China,  with  armies  and  navies, 
entering  into  the  hierarchy  of  the  "  Great  Powers," 
is  not  the  sort  of  China  that  appeals  to  me. 

The  spirit  of  change  makes  headway  in  China,  as 
it  is  doing  in  all  lands,  but  along  Chinese  rather 
than  European  cleavage  lines.  There  are  thinkers 
who  fear  that  China,  equipped  on  an  industrial  and 
manufacturing  basis,  would  swamp  the  world  with 
cheap  goods.  I  do  not  hold  with  this ;  but  if  such 
a  condition  does  come,  it  will  in  any  case  come 
slowly.  The  Chinaman  is  conceited  ;  he  will  try  to 
organize  and  run  these  industries  himself,  and  he 
will  fail.  The  biggest  new  industry  of  China  might 
be  in  steel,  for  the  coal  and  iron  deposits  in  the 
interior  are  almost  limitless  ;  but  the  menace  of 
cheap  Chinese  steel,  produced  with  Chinese  capital, 
under  Chinese  organization,  will  not  happen  in 
our  time. 


"LIFE'S  LIQUOR"  71 

The  Chinaman  as  an  agriculturist,  a  merchant,  a 
banker,  a  miner,  a  sailor — in  fact,  in  almost  any 
branch  of  life — is  a  success.  With  his  shrewd, 
humorous  face,  his  character,  and  his  personality, 
one  is  bound  to  like  him  ;  he  is  a  general  favourite. 
Of  all  Orientals  he  is  nearest  to  us.  He,  like  us,  is 
a  materialist,  whose  God  is  his  belly,  and  where 
other  Orientals  eat  to  live,  he  eats  for  the  relish  and 
delight  of  eating.  The  Chinaman  is  ubiquitous. 
Turned  from  Australia,  Java,  and  the  Pacific  Coast, 
he  has  overrun  the  Sandwich  Islands,  Borneo,  the 
Malay  States,  and  all  the  islands  of  the  Far  East. 
He  is  slowly  absorbing  Siam;  he  swarms  in  Ran- 
goon, and  as  I  rode  through  the  Shan  States,  his 
mule  trains  passed  me  bound  for  the  ruby  mines 
at  Mogok.  He  has  made  Hong-Kong  for  us,  and 
the  Malay  States.  Singapore  is  his  elysium ;  he 
drives  his  brougham  there,  gambles  in  our  mining 
shares,  sits  on  our  town  councils,  and  watches  his 
sons  play  football  and  cricket. 

If  I  add  any  other  to  my  affinities,  let  it  be  the 
Zulus — a  black  and  a  minor  race,  yet  the  physical 
aristocrats  of  humanity,  and  as  cheerful,  kindly  and 
right  living  a  people  as  one  may  hope  to  see. 
Mentally,  the  Zulu  is  a  child ;  yet  for  many  of 
these  men  —  labourers  on  farms,  wagon  drivers, 
house  servants,  or  quiet  dwellers  in  their  own 
kraals — I  have  the  sincerest  liking  and  respect.  To 
the  memory  of  N'Konjane  ("the  Swallow")  and  to 
Shingaan,  a  kehle — or  head  of  a  family — who  came 
every  year  from  the  thorn  country  to  the  farm,  and 
who,  after  many  years  of  faithful  work,  at  last  came 
not,  I  raise  my  hat. 

I  am  a  favoured  person  with  the  Kaffirs,  as,  indeed, 
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with  many  of  the  coloured  peoples.  They  see  that 
I  like  them,  that  I  sympathize,  and,  just  as  whites 
do,  they  return  sympathy  fourfold.  But  why  aren't 
we  all  beloved  by  these  children  ?  Why  isn't  every 
Briton  a  god  in  their  eyes  ?  Tactfully  handled,  the 
subject  races  can  be  moulded  as  wax,  for  good.  I 
pray  my  dealings  with  them  be  never  for  evil. 


WOMEN 

IN  a  market-place,  on  the  shores  of  Victoria 
Nyanza,  an  animated  crowd  of  women  bought 
and  sold  ;  it  was  market-day,  yet  some  hundreds  of 
women  wore  neither  bead  nor  fig-leaf. 

To  one  moving  in  good  feminine  society  much 
has  been  revealed,  a  few  inches  of  cloth,  indeed, 
being  neither  here  nor  there ;  that  in  this  instance 
they  should  be  there,  not  here,  was  the  only 
reflection  I  allowed  myself. 

These  women  of  Central  Africa,  who  go  thus 
naked  and  unashamed,  are  of  the  Kavirondo  tribe. 
They  rub  their  bodies  to  a  rich  polish  with  oil, 
which  under  an  equatorial  sun  gives  forth  a  sicken- 
ing stench  ;  with  small  skull,  and  retreating  forehead, 
they  rank  low  in  the  African  scale. 

Riding  alone  in  the  Bolivian  Andes,  I  have 
passed  Indian  women  who  raised  their  hats — an 
uncanny  thing.  I  knew  these  women  to  be  primi- 
tive, filthy,  given  over  to  drunken  debauches,  yet 
the  idea  that  they  should  defer  to  a  man  was  not 
nice.  I  don't  want  hat-raising  or  courtesy  from 
the  lowest  woman  on  earth. 

Not  so  with  the  black  man.  "  In  this  part  of 
West  Africa,"  said  an  official,  "  I  have  seen  probably 
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eighty  funerals  of  men  and  only  three  of  women. 
When  the  women  become  too  old  for  the  last 
offices,  those  of  carrying  wood  and  water,  they  are 
led  out  one  dark  night  into  the  forest,  and  they  do 
not  return."  A  gruesome  profession  this  of  "  leader 
out "  to  the  village,  loathed  of  incipient  beldams  ; 
yet  once  in  a  lifetime  we  may  conceive  him  leading- 
out  with  a  relish,  and  his  wife  going  into  deep 
mourning. 

Those  Kavirondo  of  the  market-place,  like  the 
women  of  so  many  coloured  races,  were  perfect 
in  figure.  I  have  noticed  that  civilization  is  not 
kind  to  the  female  form.  The  well-cared-for  woman 
of  the  West  compresses  her  body  into  a  corset,  her 
feet  into  small  shoes ;  she  does  no  work,  she  eats, 
instinctively,  the  indigestible  foods.  In  spite  of  all 
she  sometimes  retains  a  figure,  but,  such  is  the 
cunning  of  the  corsetiere,  one  can  never  be  certain. 

I  am,  I  hope,  loyal  to  the  women  of  my  tribe ; 
but  there  is  this  advantage  in  the  scantily  clad 
savage — her  husband  knows  what  he  is  getting. 
There  is  no  false  hair,  no  false  bust.  Hers  is  no 
"  made-up  "  figure.  She  "  delivers  the  goods." 

In  many  of  the  uncivilized  races,  right  up  to  the 
high  castes  of  India,  the  young  women  undertake 
hard,  manual  toil,  and  carry  heavy  burdens  on  their 
heads.  This,  with  open-air  life,  regular  hours,  no 
clothes  to  speak  of,  and  extreme  simplicity  in  food, 
usually  leads  to  physical  perfection.  Up  to  the  age 
of  twenty-two,  these  women  put  all  others,  physi- 
cally, in  the  shade.  After  that,  what  with  climate, 
environment,  and  lack  of  stamina,  they  go  to  pieces, 
and  the  women  of  civilization,  buoyed  up  with  hope 
and  whalebone,  come  into  their  kingdom. 
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Evanescent  though  it  be,  there  is  real  beauty 
among  coloured  women.  The  most  perfect  female 
form  I  have  seen  was  a  Hindu  girl  in  Mauritius ; 
the  loveliest  face,  that  of  an  Arab  girl  of  Tunis, 
who  already,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  is  aestheti- 
cally dead.  There  is,  among  the  Arabs,  a  strain  of 
wondrous  beauty  ;  but,  as  with  all  Mahometans,  the 
women  live  in  complete  seclusion,  or  go  veiled  from 
the  eyes  of  men. 

The  women  of  India  are  comely  when  young, 
and  often  beautiful.  In  Kashmir,  where  the  average 
standard  is  low,  I  have  yet  seen,  here  and  there,  the 
most  beautiful  women  in  Asia.  These  are  of  the 
bold,  Romany  type,  finer  than  the  handsome  gipsy 
women  of  Hungary.  I  should  like  to  match  these 
picked  Kashmiris  with  the  handsomest  young 
Jewesses  of  Odessa. 

For  comeliness  of  the  negro  type,  there  is  no  one 
to  compare  with  the  Zulu  girl.  South  of  the 
equator  she  is  the  native  belle.  Deep  brown  in 
colour,  her  head  is  large,  and  her  forehead  well 
developed.  She  has  perfect  teeth,  she  is  tall,  and 
her  figure  is  superb.  She  dresses  in  a  loin  cloth, 
or,  in  the  hot  weather,  in  a  little  arrangement  of 
beads,  but  is  never  entirely  nude.  Judged  on  her 
own  plane,  she  is  strikingly  handsome.  Later,  her 
tendency  is  towards  fatness.  Among  the  Zulu 
chiefs,  genuine  fatness  in  women  is  highly  valued  ; 
I  even  imagine  "  likely  "  looking  girls  to  be  fed  up, 
with  the  idea  of  catching  a  chief's  eye.  Among  the 
wives  of  Cetewayo  were  women  who  must  have 
scaled  their  300  Ib. 

The  almond-eyed  women  of  Asia,  judged  by  our 
standards,  are  not  beautiful.  As  to  figure,  they 
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rarely  come  up  to  the  five-foot-five  a  tall  man  finds 
so  attractive,  and  many,  especially  among  the 
Japanese,  are  so  short  as  to  lose  aesthetic  signifi- 
cance. And  yet  these  types  of  women,  among 
whom  may  be  classed  Japanese,  Burmese,  Siamese, 
Javanese,  and  Malay,  are  quite  alluring.  They  are 
fastidiously  clean  and  dainty,  they  are  shapely  little 
creatures — what  one  may  call  well  appointed — they 
take  their  calling,  as  women,  seriously,  they  lay 
themselves  out  by  instinct  to  attract,  and  if  the  male 
who  comes  along  is  white,  so  much  the  better.  At 
the  back  of  my  head  lies  the  idea  that  these  almond- 
eyed  ones  take  love  lightly,  refusing  their  caresses 
to  no  man  with  a  purse;  yet  why  carp  at  this  if 
they  are  charming  ? 

The  women  of  China  are  downright  plain,  and 
because  of  their  distorted  feet  have  no  grace  of 
movement ;  but  in  one  respect  they  are  above 
rubies.  They  are,  probably,  the  only  race  of 
coloured  women  who  are  not  attracted  by  the 
prestige  of  the  white  man,  and  who,  with  rare 
exceptions,  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  him. 

With  hooked  noses — Armenian  rather  than  Jewish 
— and  mostly  spectacled,  the  Parsee  women  of 
Bombay  are  the  plainest  in  the  East.  But  they  are 
"  advanced "  women  beyond  all  in  the  East, 
educated,  and  highly  serious.  They  belong  to  that 
type  who  take  up  municipal  kitchens,  factory  hours 
for  women,  and  the  nourishment  of  workhouse 
children  ;  a  type  with  no  humour  at  all,  often  seen 
in  our  confectioners'  shops  sitting  before  a  glass 
of  milk. 

In  Europe,  too,  the  plainest  women — the  Finns — 
are  politically  the  most  advanced.  They  may  do 
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whatever  they  please  ;  they  may  even  be  members 
of  Parliament.  Anything  that  takes  plain  races 
of  women  from  their  homes  would  seem  to  be 
encouraged,  but  whether  this  be  mere  coincidence, 
or  something  profoundly  sinister,  would  be  hard  to 
determine. 

Among  the  white  women  of  civilization,  to  whom, 
think  you,  is  the  palm  to  be  given  ? 

Here  is  a  typical  English  girl — good-looking, 
well  built,  caste-ridden  as  any  Brahmin,  mentally 
insipid. 

Beside  her  is  a  young  American,  paler  in  face, 
more  nervy  and  spirited — a  racer  beside  a  trotting 
mare.  Mentally  alert  and  more  of  a  companion,  she 
is  nevertheless  spoilt,  and  takes  herself  too  seriously. 

Here  is  a  Frenchwoman.  Not  so  handsome  as 
intelligent,  yet  exuding  femininity,  an  artiste  in 
sex,  and  the  charmer  of  man  par  excellence. 

Here  is  an  Austro-Hungarian — and  in  her  you 
find  beauty  and  passion  together.  Reckless  her  love 
may  be,  nomadic  perhaps,  but  to  me  a  most  alluring 
creature. 

There  is  beauty  in  the  Balkans — in  Servia,  and 
little  Montenegro — beauty,  but,  withal,  discretion. 

Here  are  dark  Latin  women  of  the  South. 
Narrow  of  outlook,  priestridden,  splashed  with 
powder — they  do  not  charm.  For  me,  dark  eyes 
flash  behind  lattices  in  vain,  and  the  light  guitar 
twangeth  to  no  response. 

My  affinity  lies  in  the  Gothic  North  ;  Austrians, 
Russians,  Germans,  and  Scandinavians  are  the 
women  of  my  dreams.  A  wintry  landscape,  with 
a  fairish  women  in  her  furs,  is  civilization's  master- 
piece. 


78  THE   SHADOW-SHOW 

Who  is  this?  So  blond,  so  physically  fine,  so 
entirely  neat,  in  her  face  intelligence — and  a  trace 
of  the  devil  !  She  is  a  Swede,  and  the  woman 
whom  we  have  sought.  By  a  short  head  she  bears 
the  palm  from  the  Austrians.  Step  forward,  Froken, 
and  deign  to  accept  this  chaplet ! 

With  woman  flattery  is  still  the  trump  card.  It 
need  not  be  gross ;  as  her  status  rises  the  trowel 
may  be  discarded  for  the  camel's  hair,  but  the 
surest  method  of  attack  is  always  going  to  be 
through  her  vanity.  This  is  sound  reasoning,  for 
her  instinct,  the  whole  business  of  her  life,  is  to 
please ;  nature's  doing  this,  yet  recognized  by  man 
as  a  strong  weapon  to  his  own  ends. 

But  the  world  is  obsessed  by  this  adulation  of  the 
woman.  If  one  picks  up  a  novel  it  is  written  round 
incidents  of  romantic  love  and  marriage.  If  one 
goes  to  a  play  there  is  more  love  and  marriage  ; 
everywhere  you  find  the  female  interest  pandered 
to,  until  at  last  this  orgy  of  sentimentalism  begins 
to  pall.  And  the  world  goes  further.  Praising  not 
only  admitted  virtues — self-denial,  the  brave  facing 
of  drudgery,  sympathy,  pity — it  ascribes  to  her  ex- 
ceptional intellect  and  high  ethical  status,  qualities 
the  average  woman  does  not  possess.  In  novels 
and  plays  women  are  not  only  beautiful,  but  often 
creatures  of  depth  and  subtlety,  twisting  strong 
men  round  their  fingers.  In  real  life  one  does 
not  see  these  things  ;  when  strong  men  are  twisted, 
they  are  twisted  through  their  senses,  not  by  the 
woman's  brains. 

And  so  with  ethics.  On  the  stage  you  will  hear 
a  woman  say,  "Reginald,  rather  than  think  you 
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guilty  of  dishonour  I  would  see  you  dead  at  my 
feet."  (Loud  applause.)  But  in  real  life  the  female 
code  of  honour  is  not  highly  developed.  A  badly 
dressed  Reginald  would  cause  her  a  far  acuter  grief. 

There  is  a  fish  in  Australian  waters,  the  barracouta, 
that  is  baited  with  a  red  rag.  You  will  find  a  red 
rag,  too,  the  deadliest  bait  for  women,  for  it  is 
glamour — what  Scripture  calls  the  "  lust  of  the  eye  " 
— rather  than  their  vaunted  intuition  which  sways 
them.  Women  worship  appearance.  Tremendous 
value  is  attached  to  symbols ;  and  caste,  titles,  pre- 
cedence, uniforms,  fine  clothes,  jewels,  coats  of 
arms,  elegant  carriages,  and  cockades — red  rags 
all — are  the  baits  at  which  they  rise. 

It  is  here  we  must  note  that  interesting  product, 
the  American  woman  ;  I  play  her  at  this  point,  my 
strongest  card.  Generations  of  republican  training 
have  left  her — a  woman  ;  lover  of  glamour,  aristo- 
crat at  heart,  she  worships  appearance ;  for  titles, 
caste,  and  precedence  she  will  sell  half  her  soul. 

Sexual  cold-bloodedness  in  women  is  no  rare 
thing.  That  the  American  woman  should  pass 
over  her  physically  fine  countryman,  for  a  man 
on  the  average  physically  inferior,  but  surrounded 
by  the  glamour  of  title  and  precedence,  is  hardly 
noteworthy ;  but  that  she  should  pass  over  a  man 
who  puts  her  on  a  pedestal,  for  one  who  treats  her 
with  a  lesser  consideration,  is  of  psychologic  interest. 
The  woman's  instinct  is  to  look  up  to  the  man,  not 
down ;  when  her  own  men  resume  the  position 
Nature  intended,  she  will  come  to  value  them  more. 

Meanwhile,  the  sight  of  hundreds  of  staunch 
republican  females  buying  themselves  titles  is  not 
without  humour.  It  is  not  without  significance ; 
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just  how  many  more  would  do  the  same,  given 
the  chance,  is  a  relevant  subject  of  inquiry  for 
the  American  man. 

There  are  shrewd  thinkers  who  believe  the  women 
of  America  will  not  rest  until  they  have  brought 
about  a  monarchy,  with  an  aristocracy,  titles,  and 
precedence.  The  men  may  have  to  vote  this  in 
self-defence ;  the  drain  of  their  richest  and  most 
beautiful  women,  and  the  thinly  veiled  longings 
Europe-wards  of  so  many  of  the  remainder,  cannot 
flatter  their  self-esteem. 

The  worship  of  the  military  caste  by  woman  also 
has  its  psychologic  explanation.  She  notes  the 
uniform ;  and  even  as  the  brilliant  tail  of  the 
peacock  attracts  to  it  the  hen,  so  do  the  clothes 
of  soldiers  draw  the  eyes  of  women.  The  soldier 
is  of  good  physique,  smart  and  erect,  and  above  all 
is  held  to  be  brave.  That  hits  the  female  in  a  vital 
spot,  for  instinct  makes  her  seek  a  protector,  and 
who  shall  protect  like  a  brave  man  ?  Here  again, 
with  the  woman,  appearance  is  everything.  In  real 
life  the  barrister,  the  chemist's  assistant,  the  under 
gardener,  is  as  brave  as  the  soldier,  and  possibly 
cleverer ;  but  he  doesn't  look  it,  he  isn't  so  erect, 
he  has  neither  uniform  nor  medals,  so  her  eye 
passes  him  over.  The  military  caste  lives  in  the 
light  of  woman's  eyes ;  withdraw  that  light,  and 
soldiering  would  become  unpopular,  the  supply 
of  officers  fall  short,  conscription  itself  be  barely 
tolerated,  and  organized  war  even  come  to  an  end. 
Woman's  influence,  therefore,  for  or  against  war,  is 
a  prime  factor. 

It  has  been  quaintly  said  that  woman  is  the  last 
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animal  man  will  tame.  I  certainly  believe  her  to 
live  in  a  world  of  her  own,  and  feel  sure  her  men- 
tality and  man's  progress  along  parallel  lines  and 
are  never  destined  to  meet.  The  man  is  much  to 
the  woman,  but  not  for  his  mentality  ;  an  observant 
man  knows  how  hard — how  nearly  impossible — it  is 
to  rivet  a  woman  by  his  brains.  His  world  is  not 
hers,  nor  does  it  greatly  interest  her.  He  may  talk 
well  and  forcibly,  he  may  ring  the  changes  on 
money-making,  politics,  travel,  science,  or  art ;  he 
may  draw  polite  attention  or  rapt  gaze  ;  but  there 
is  a  something  he  cannot  rivet,  an  impish  inner- 
woman,  whose  mind  is  flying  from  his  moustache 
to  the  timbre  of  his  voice,  the  colour  of  his  eyes,  the 
dresses  of  other  women,  the  colour  of  their  eyes,  and 
to  a  thousand  futile  nothings — the  very  negation  of 
intellect ;  and  he  will  learn  in  time  that  there  is 
one  chord,  and  one  only,  that  he  must  strike — SEX — 
if  he  would  capture  and  hold  her  elusive  soul. 

Weakness  of  the  judicial  function  is  strongly 
marked  in  women  j  they  may  talk  well,  but  they 
seldom  argue  well,  and  rarely  take  advice.  In  my 
experience  I  have  hardly  known  a  woman,  against 
her  inclination,  to  be  convinced  by  reasoning  ;  and 
it  may  be  laid  down  (as  interesting  rather  than 
sinister)  that  the  sex  is  not  open  to  this  form  of 
intercourse. 

There  are  three  subjects  about  which  one  can 
talk — people,  things,  ideas — and  the  student  of 
woman  (I  speak  always  of  the  average  woman) 
will  note  that  it  is  the  first  and  least  intellectual 
of  these  subjects — people — that  she  mostly  chooses. 
One  may  go  further,  and  lay  down  that  two  women 
speaking  together  will  discuss  a  third.  To  prove 
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this,  let  the  student  walk  in  some  populous  thorough- 
fare and  listen — not  vulgarly,  but  in  the  interest 
of  psychology — to  all  pairs  of  females  as  they  pass. 
If  they  are  of  the  upper  classes,  "  So  she  said  to 
me,"  are  the  words  he  is  most  likely  to  hear  ; 
if  of  the  lower,  "Says  she  to  me,"  will  be  wafted 
to  him, 

"For  the  Colonel's  lady  and  Judy  O'Grady 
Are  sisters  under  their  skins." 

This  tendency  of  women,  to  discuss  other  people 
and  brood  over  their  affairs,  in  preference  to  enter- 
ing more  fully  into  the  great  world  of  interesting 
things  and  sublime  ideas,  is  deplorable.  There  is 
a  quality  of  earthiness  in  the  woman's  mind ; 
contrasted  with  her  delicacy  of  face  and  form, 
it  is  one  of  the  inscrutable  things  in  nature. 

Woman  is  lacking  in  proportion.  To  man,  her 
standard  of  values  is  philistine,  her  seriousness  over 
non-essentials  a  source  of  wonder.  Tradition  and 
dogma  flow  in  her  blood  ;  she  has  put  herself  under 
priest  or  medicine-man  of  some  sort  since  the  world 
began. 

Of  all  things  woman  hates  the  abstract  ;  her 
world  is  on  the  surface.  Here,  taken  at  random,  is 
a  stout  lady  in  black  silk,  moving  in  the  very  best 
society.  Do  you  think,  for  one  moment,  that  she 
ponders  the  mystery  of  things,  regards  herself  as 
other  than  fixed  and  ultimate  ?  A  puppet  on  strings  ! 
A  phantom  built  of  electrons  !  A  shadow  in  a  shadow- 
show  f  Impious  man  !  Impertinent  and  ridiculous 
scoffer  1  She  dines  with  the  Bishop  to-night  ! 

Spiritualism,  a  result  of  too  general  education  on 
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the  half-baked,  hysterical  of  both  sexes,  is  becoming 
rampant,  but  it  is  mostly  women  who  are  drawn 
into  the  vortex.  One  is  often  told  by  this  or 
that  woman  that  she  communes  with  the  dead, 
or  lives  in  the  occult  world,  or  is  in  tune  with 
the  Infinite.  As  the  female  is  not  open  to  reasoning, 
one  can  only  leave  these  women  to  their  obsessions. 
The  "  in-time- with-the- Infinite"  feeling  is  no  doubt 
indigestion  ;  but  just  how  much  of  the  rest  is  due 
to  hysteria,  or  how  much  to  lack  of  mental  clarity 
and  the  consequent  attributing  of  abstract  processes 
of  thought  to  supernatural  origin,  would  be  hard  to 
determine.  The  reality  or  otherwise  of  spirits  we 
need  not  discuss ;  but  that  so  many  of  the  less  in- 
tellectual sex  should  be  really  media,  or  occult, 
when  the  greatest  brains  among  men  fail  to  detect 
any  such  phenomena,  is  to  me  unthinkable. 

The  most  interesting  phase  in  this  whole  trend 
is  the  spread  of  Christian  Science — by  a  woman. 

Mrs.  Mary  Baker  G.  Eddy,  an  American,  several 
decades  ago  annexed  the  teachings  of  one  Quimby, 
and  became  founder  of  the  faith.  A  woman  of 
little  education,  of  neurotic  and  hysteric  tendency, 
swinging  for  hours  together  in  a  hammock,  in 
earlier  life  divorced,  she  was  altogether  a  poor  type, 
and  yet,  as  Mark  Twain  in  his  study  of  her  clearly 
shows,  a  woman  of  great  business  capacity. 

In  due  time  she  gave  to  her  religion  a  book—- 
The Book — ungrammatic  outpouring  of  an  un- 
formed, hysterical  mind.  She  claimed  it  the  fruit 
of  immaculate  conception,  between  herself  and 
God,  and  in  spite  of  her  teaching  that  nothing 
mattered  except  mind,  charged  $2  a  copy.  She 
also  claimed  that,  with  growth  in  Christian  Science, 
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children  would  be  conceived  by  communion  with 
the  Divine  Mind  ;  but  when,  in  1890,  one  of  her 
prominent  disciples,  as  the  result,  it  was  said,  of 
"  mental  generation,"  gave  birth  to  a  boy  child,  who 
was  christened  "  The  Prince  of  Peace,"  she  ex- 
claimed "  It  is  an  imp  of  Satan,"  and  packed 
"  Prince's  "  mother  out  of  the  Church. 

Mrs.  Eddy  exploited  Christian  Science  for  all  it 
was  worth.  She  died  possessed  of  several  million 
dollars,  probably  the  most  revered  woman  in  the 
world.  But  there  is  far  more  behind.  This  woman 
is  in  process  of  deification.  In  the  "  Mother's 
Room "  of  the  Temple  at  Boston,  candles  are 
always  burning  above  her  picture,  and  it  is  no  rare 
thing  to  see  worshippers  on  their  knees  before  it. 
She  died  at  least  twenty  times  more  known  and 
famous  than  Christ  or  Mahomet  died ;  tens  of 
thousands  of  the  ignorant  and  hysterical  already 
attribute  to  her  supernatural  qualities,  while  many 
look  for  her  second  coming. 

If  the  Eddy  tradition  gathers  much  more 
momentum,  it  is  bound  to  crystallize.  After  that, 
for  a  large  section  of  mankind,  it  is  fact,  and  she  a 
goddess.  Let  us  picture  a  baptism  in  Boston,  a 
century  hence.  The  pastor,  sprinkling  the  babe, 
will  say,  "In  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the 
Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  of  Mrs.  Mary 
Baker  G.  Eddy,  I  christen  thee— Will  Power,"  and 
the  guests  will  sit  down  to  beans  and  bacon,  or 
whatever  viands  are  eaten  in  those  days,  unconscious 
of  irony.  The  greatest  traditions  of  theology 
sprang  up  in  this  way ;  indeed,  they  lacked — the 
traditions  of  Christ,  or  Buddha,  or  Mahomet 
lacked — the  initial  momentum  the  Eddy  tradition 
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has  already  acquired.  What  her  fate  is  going  to  be 
is  not  yet  determined,  but  her  chances  of  going 
down  into  history  a  goddess  are  distinctly  good. 

In  Christian  Science,  and  in  Mrs.  Eddy,  America 
hands  us  out  the  gold  brick,  and  the  boss  woman, 
specialized  products  of  her  own.  I  am  a  lover  of 
many  things  American,  but  these  two  I  must  flatly 
reject. 

Schopenhauer  held  woman  to  be  treacherous ; 
Nietzsche,  to  be  shallow  of  soul.  At  the  other  end 
of  the  scale  there  are  always  domesticated  men,  of 
the  type,  say,  of  churchwardens,  who  laud  her  to 
about  the  eighth  place  of  decimals.  But  surely 
woman  is  largely  what  man  makes  her.  Her  idiosyn- 
crasies, the  trappings  of  sex,  he  does  not  reach,  but 
her  character,  when  she  loves,  is  moulded  by  him 
for  good  or  evil. 

Yet  what  I  have  eagerly  sought  in  woman — 
mental  affinity — I  have  hardly  found.  "  Man 
(spake  Zarathustra)  is  for  woman  a  means :  the 
purpose  is  always  the  child."  And  what  is  woman 
for  man — for  man  when  he  would  pierce  the 
world's  thick  mists  ?  But  Nature,  her  ends 
achieved,  turns  on  the  questioner  a  deaf  ear,  a 
glassy  eye. 

When  Nature  fashioned  this  world  of  ours,  she 
made  man  strong  and  woman  weak,  and  in  spite 
of  rumours  to  the  contrary  they  so  continue. 
There  is  a  school  of  women — stout  women  of 
about  fifty-five  years,  armed  with  pinces-nez,  deter- 
mined, sourish  faces,  and  large,  angry  hips  (I 
believe  they  sprang  up  in  Boston),  who  hold  man 
the  inferior  sex.  Let  them. 
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Another  school  of  thought  holds  the  woman, 
innately,  as  the  man's  mental  equal,  and  believes 
that  proper  education  will  place  her  intellectually 
on  his  level.  A  fallacy  this,  of  the  first  magnitude  ! 
With  better  education,  women  can  be  levelled  up 
in  certain  ways,  and  we  should  strive  to  bring  this 
about ;  but  the  main  factor  determining  mental 
strength  is  balance,  the  one  quality  that  the  woman, 
for  all  sorts  of  physiological  reasons,  can  never 
attain. 

No  true  woman  chafes  at  her  weakness — mental 
or  otherwise.  Her  instinct  is  to  seek  out  the  very 
strength  she  lacks — to  look  up,  to  lean  ;  in  the 
virility,  the  chivalry  of  a  fitting  mate,  she  has  been 
destined  by  nature  to  find  all  her  heart's  desire. 
Weakness,  inability  to  dominate  her,  is  man's  cardinal 
sin  in  a  woman's  eyes  :  the  weak  men  of  the  world, 
and  they  are  not  a  few,  are  woman's  real  tragedy. 

A  woman  does  not  get  so  much  out  of  this  world 
as  a  man,  the  petty,  insipid  things  of  life  falling 
unavoidably  to  her  lot.  There  are  women  gentle- 
folk, all  over  England,  to  whom  an  afternoon  tea 
is  a  great  event.  A  man  who  squanders  his  money 
on  women,  of  whatever  class,  still  more  he  who 
gives  them  his  frank  fellowship,  will  be  summed 
up  kindly  by  the  recording  angel. 

Of  course,  a  tremendous  change  in  the  status  of 
woman  is  coming  about.  This  change  is  coming 
freely  and  naturally ;  but  the  woman,  as  showing  her 
mental  obliquity,  seems  ignorant  of  it,  for  she  is 
trying  furiously  to  force  things.  The  change,  as 
compared  with  fifty  years  ago,  is  turning  her  head  ; 
the  sex  is  working  itself  towards  hysteria.  A 
suffragette  lately  bit  a  policeman's  neck. 
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Political  power  will  do  nothing  for  woman ; 
it  is  clearly  outside  her  sphere.  You  say 
that  she  will  raise  the  standard  of  ethics  and 
improve  politics.  I  deny  this.  Woman's  standard 
of  ethics  has  never  been  so  high  as  man's. 
Look  at  America,  where  woman's  power  is  sup- 
posed to  penetrate  everywhere.  Because  of  her 
wanton  extravagance,  her  materialism,  the  influence 
of  woman  on  the  ethical  life  of  America  has  been 
mainly  for  evil. 

What  the  woman  really  wants — this  is  the  psycho- 
physiological,  or  more  recondite  aspect  of  the 
suffrage  question — is  not  exactly  a  vote.  Drunk 
with  power,  she  will  one  day  realize  herself,  come 
boldly  into  the  open,  and  demand — a  husband  ;  and 
a  female-controlled  Legislature,  in  special  session, 
will  rush  what  we  may  call  the  "Enabling  Bill" 
through. 

That  night  there  will  be  public  rejoicing  of 
suffragettes  in  Hyde  Park,  Epping  Forest,  and  other 
centres,  the  big  drapers  will  be  illuminated,  many  of 
the  clergy  hold  conversaziones,  and  copies  of  "  The 
Voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden,"  printed  in  the 
colours  of  the  movement,  be  distributed  gratis  in  the 
streets.  Early  next  morning  the  suffragettes,  coupon 
in  hand,  will  be  seen  hastening  to  the  allotment 
booths. 

Do  not  mistake  me.  With  all  its  vagaries,  I  think 
more  of  the  sex  than  your  sycophant  will  ever  think. 
Woman,  as  woman,  is  precious.  But  as  man's  rival, 
a  shrieker  for  "rights,"  an  asserter  of  female 
dominancy,  there  is  a  something  coming  into  her 
face  that  is  going  to  outrage  Nature.  There  are 
thousands  of  women  in  Britain  and  America  to-day, 
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hard-faced  and  unsexed,  whom  no  true  man  would 
kiss.  Your  superwoman  is  going  to  threaten  the 
species. 

Woman  strives  for  mastery,  and  is  unhappy 
when  it  comes ;  she  knows  it  is  not  her  destiny. 
The  cry  "  Equality  of  the  Sexes  "  was  not  first  raised 
by  a  woman.  I  will  hold,  in  the  face  of  the  world, 
the  happy  woman  to  be  she  who  can  look  up  to  and 
respect  the  man,  and  the  ineffective  man  he  to  whom 
no  woman  looks  up.  There  is  just  one  way  with  a 
woman.  Carry  her  in  your  arms,  physically  or 
mentally,  and  she  is  yours ;  but  God  help  you  if 
you  can  do  neither. 


CHAPTER  VI 
GLIMPSES  OF  THE  EAST 

IN  this,  our  Shadow-Show,  there  is  a  land  whose 
glamour  has  never  faded,  where  men  still  walk 
as  in  a  dream  ;  it  is  a  land  where  pipes  are  playing 
and  distant  drums  throb  ;  where  the  shutters  have 
ears  ;  where  crows  cry  at  the  dawn,  the  water-wheel 
creaks  through  the  long  day,  and  crickets  sing  the 
weary  to  sleep  ;  where  shadows  pass  in  the  breathless 
nights,  and  the  dead  are  carried  forth  at  noon. 

Jama  Masjid,  the  great  mosque,  lies  sweltering  in 
the  heat.  In  its  minaret,  high  over  Delhi,  I  have 
sat  alone  these  two  hours.  Spread  out  below  me 
rests  the  imperial  city,  white,  flat-roofed,  crowded 
with  life :  the  very  heart  and  spirit  of  India. 

Down  from  the  mosque,  a  stately  flight  of  steps 
leads  to  a  commonage ;  cross  this,  and  you  are  at 
the  palace  gates.  Built  in  their  not-to-be-mistaken 
red  sandstone,  this  is  the  old  citadel  of  the  Moguls. 
Below  its  ramparts  the  Jumna  runs,  bounding  the 
city  on  this  side  ;  beyond  the  river,  north  and  east, 
are  the  crop-laden  plains  of  Oudh  and  the  Punjab. 

Note  well  these  palace  ramparts  of  Delhi ;  they 
have  been  the  making  of  history.  They  have  seen 

strange  things— -marble  floors  splashed  with  blood, 
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impious  hands  dragging  at  a  peacock  throne — and 
what  do  they  not  know  of  intrigue,  of  imperial 
caprice,  of  whispered  words  to  the  eunuchs,  of 
moonless  nights,  and  of  erstwhile  gunny-bags, 
bulging  with  their  loads,  sent  hurtling  into  the 
muddy  waters. 

Beyond  the  city  walls,  towards  the  south,  the 
vista  is  of  rolling,  untilled  country,  ruins,  old  tombs, 
and  mosques.  Two  miles  out  stands  the  citadel  of 
Firoz,  builder  of  an  earlier  Delhi.  Those  farther 
ruins,  this  being  no  city  of  yesterday,  mark  her 
site  a  thousand  years  ago.  That  stately  dome,  rising 
in  the  distance  among  lesser  domes,  is  the  tomb  of 
Humayun,  father  of  great  Akbar.  Thither,  after  the 
siege  in  1857,  fled  the  young  princes  of  Delhi,  the 
nuclei,  the  rallying-points  of  the  Mogul  tradition. 
Here  Hodson,  riding  out  with  a  patrol,  took  them 
captive,  and  by  the  roadside,  fearing  a  rescue,  shot 
them  down  with  his  own  hand  ;  this  in  the  presence 
of  many  natives. 

Poor  Hodson  1  there  are  flabby  people  who  call 
him  murderer.  When  omelettes  shall  be  made 
without  breaking  eggs,  we  may  essay  to  run  our 
Empire  in  kid  gloves ;  till  then,  his  act  must  be 
written  down  as  strong  and  far-sighted. 

That  tower  on  the  ridge,  beyond  the  city,  is  the 
Mutiny  Memorial — a  hideous  thing,  degrading  to 
good  taste.  And  in  India — at  Delhi  of  all  places  ! 
Look  south,  you  British  philistines  !  Against  the 
horizon  stands  Kutub  Minar  ;  yet,  in  presence  of 
architectural  majesty,  you  have  dared  assert  the 
style  of  your  provincial  town  halls.  Or  come  with 
me  to  Rajputana  ;  mount  this  ancient  elephant,  and 
let  us  ascend  the  heights  of  Chitoor.  In  broad  day- 
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light  I  shall  show  you  a  Tower  of  Victory  such  as 
your  dreams  never  imagined. 

It  is  now  past  midday,  and  a  Friday.  The 
mosque  is  filling.  As  they  enter  the  great  court- 
yard, the  Faithful  repair  to  the  central  tank  for  ablu- 
tion ;  this  ended,  with  turban  and  sandals  adjusted, 
they  press  forward  towards  the  canopy.  After 
one  o'clock,  when  the  multitude  is  on  its  knees,  the 
chanting  of  the  ulema  is  heard,  and  shouts  of 
"  Allah  1 "  rise  from  a  thousand  throats.  The  sun 
beats  fiercely  down,  but  in  God's  fresh  air  the 
worshippers  heed  not ;  in  serried  rows  they  sway 
to  and  fro,  their  foreheads  press  the  flags. 

In  the  Mahometan  world  of  old,  when  religion 
absorbed  men's  lives,  holiness,  actual  or  reputed, 
stood  for  power  and  social  prestige  ;  it  was  a  com- 
modity, a  great  asset. 

And  as  asset,  what  trade  in  it  did  they  drive  ? 
Were  these  old  saints  innately  virtuous,  or  did  the 
ablest  men  of  the  time  ply  saintship  as  a  profession  ? 
When  a  family  could  specialize  in  holiness  for 
generations,  for  centuries,  and  become,  withal,  great 
and  powerful,  the  more  worldly  or  professional 
view  of  saintship  would  seem  established. 

Here,  in  India,  flourished  for  centuries  the  Chishti 
family  of  saints,  rising  to  fame  not  only  in  their 
own  line,  but  as  lawgivers  and  the  friends  of  kings  ; 
their  graves  cover  India. 

Dying  in  1324,  Nizam-ud-din  Aulia,  of  the 
Chishtis,  lies  amid  that  congeries  of  royal  tombs 
to  the  south  of  Delhi,  a  still  venerated  grave, 
while  the  princely  sleepers  around  him  are  for- 
gotten. 

Two  hundred   and   fifty   years   later  the   Sheikh 
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Salim  Chishti,  grandson  of  the  saint  Farid-ud-din, 
dwelt,  a  hermit,  in  a  cave  some  twenty  miles  from 
Agra.  For  love  and  veneration  of  this  man — this 
professional  saint,  if  our  diagnosis  be  correct — 
the  great  Akbar  built  around  his  cave  a  city,  and 
dwelt  there.  And  this  famous  city  of  red  sand- 
stone, with  its  carved  palaces,  was  Fatehpur  Sikri. 

But  this  was  misplaced  zeal,  which  Akbar  lived 
to  repent.  Here  was  a  city  wanting  water ;  but 
there  was  no  water,  and  the  saint  could  cause 
no  gushing  from  the  rock.  On  the  head  of  drought 
there  came  pestilence,  then,  saint  or  no  saint,  the 
city  was  doomed. 

So,  on  a  morning,  the  Emperor  and  his  court 
returned  to  Agra,  and  a  beauteous  and  brand  new 
town  was  turned  over  to  the  jackals.  Deserted 
it  stood,  as  it  stands  to-day,  in  splendid  silence. 
Time  has  dealt  gently  with  Fatehpur  Sikri.  Akbar 
departed  over  three  hundred  years  ago,  yet  lay 
on  water,  and  Maple's  would  give  you  entrance 
within  the  week.  No  cave  is  now  to  be  seen,  but 
in  the  courtyard  of  the  great  mosque,  behind  carved 
screens  of  marble,  rests  the  shrine  of  Sheikh  Salim. 
To  this  shrine  many  pilgrims  repair.  Childless 
women,  Mahometan  and  Hindu,  seek  it  out,  inter- 
ceding, in  the  words  of  our  rubric,  for  a  "happy 
issue"  out  of  all  their  afflictions. 

The  grandson  of  Sheikh  Salim,  it  is  written, 
became  Governor  of  Bengal ;  but  no  later  saints 
are  reported  in  the  Chishti  annals.  The  family's 
prestige,  and  its  specialized  faculty,  would  not  seem 
to  have  survived  the  disaster  of  Fatehpur  Sikri. 

What  of  the  Hindu  world  of  India — those  two 
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hundred  millions — those  Brahmins,  Rajputs,  Vaisyas, 
Sikhs,  Jains,  and  Mahrattas,  whose  temples  and 
palaces  cover  the  land  ?  What  indeed  is  Hinduism ; 
can  one  man  of  these  millions  tell  ?  A  religion  ? 
A  fetish  ? 

In  the  beginning,  Brahma  sat  on  his  throne — 
the  Permeating  Essence,  the  All-Pervading  in  Nature 
— a  fine  conception,  to  be  worshipped  in  single- 
ness of  heart.  Then  some  metaphysician,  some 
Hindu  Athanasius,  pondered,  and  behold !  the 
Trinity — Brahma,  Vishnu,  Shiva  (yet  not  three 
Brahmas,  but  one  Brahma) — an  entity  for  ever- 
more. 

Ensued  the  gradual  decay,  the  running  to  seed, 
of  Brahmanism.  On  the  back  of  the  god,  as  time 
went  on,  a  whole  mythology  came  into  being. 
Vishnu  they  credited  with  nine  incarnations — as 
a  tortoise,  a  bear,  a  dwarf ;  while  the  quaint  vaticina- 
tions of  the  god-beasts,  the  elusive  and  indeli- 
cate manifestations  of  Shiva,  the  vagaries  of  Saras- 
wati,  wife  of  Brahma,  astride  her  peacock,  and 
a  hundred  other  fantastic  myths,  show  to  what 
depths  the  conception  of  the  Divine  Essence 
gradually  sank. 

To-day,  in  the  temples  of  Hindustan,  the  Brahmin 
caste  babbles  to  images,  and  before  pot-bellied  idols 
the  millions  fall  prostrate.  From  the  recesses  of  the 
priests  wicked  faces  look  out,  and  the  air  is  heavy 
with  a  feeling  of  corruption.  In  the  great  temples 
of  Trichinopoly  garlanded  cows  moved  to  and  fro  ; 
in  the  fanatic  eyes  of  the  priests  I  read  myself  inferior 
to  these  ruminants.  In  another  temple  monkeys 
surrounded  me  ;  fattened  on  the  tenets  of  Hanuman, 
they  longed  for  the  order  to  tear  me  in  pieces. 
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But  nothing  is  all  bad ;  there  is  a  human  side  even 
to  Hinduism.  Animal  life  is  venerated,  the  mild- 
tempered  Jain  stepping  aside  to  oblige  even  an  ant. 
The  bodies  of  the  dead  are  burned  (I  have  watched 
the  fires  flare  by  night  at  Benares),  and  the  ashes 
scattered  to  the  winds  or  consigned  to  the  sacred 
river.  There  is  no  slow  festering  of  the  dead  in  the 
ground,  no  choosing  of  leaden  coffins  by  old  ladies, 
to  whom  the  resurrection  looms  more  physical  than 
mystic,  no  dropping  of  morsels  from  the  gorged 
throats  of  vultures,  as  at  Bombay.  The  burial  rites 
of  the  Hindu  must  indeed  become  our  own. 

And  to  Hinduism  we  owe  a  great  architecture. 
Each  cycle  furnished  its  masterpieces — the  rock 
caves,  with  their  rich  and  original  figuring,  the  great 
Dravidian  temples  in  the  south,  the  temples  of 
Mysore,  Gwalior,  fortress  of  the  Mahrattas,  Amber, 
and  the  palaces  of  Rajputana,  and  golden-templed 
Atnritsar,  of  the  Sikhs.  Lastly,  note  the  small  sect 
of  Jains,  building  at  Chitoor  that  tower  aforesaid, 
and  at  Abu,  in  the  hills,  a  temple  of  white  marble 
whose  glory  will  never  die.  I  thought  to  write  down 
the  Jains  as  the  Wesleyans  of  Hinduism,  for  in  each 
is  seen  a  revolt  against  sacerdotalism,  a  return  to 
simpler  forms.  But  when  I  saw  Chitoor  and  Abu, 
comparison  was  dead.  To  liken  these  princes  of 
architecture  to  the  men  who  can  design  Methodist 
chapels  must  be  for  ever  impossible. 

Over  the  desert  from  Abu  a  camel  track  leads  to 
Udaipur,  most  picturesque  spot  in  India.  This  city 
lives,  surely,  to  glorify  one  man.  The  gay  turbaned 
throng  seem  there  but  to  yield  him  revenue.  The 
narrow  streets  clear  as  his  elephant  train  makes  for 
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the  royal  stables.  His  vast  palace  and  its  gardens 
blot  out  the  landscape.  Behind  the  grated  windows 
of  its  harem  dwell  the  loveliest  women  in  the  land, 
and  on  its  fairy-like  lake  none  but  his  rowers  may 
ply  to  and  from  the  pavilioned  islands.  All  is  his  ! 

"  Less  than  the  dust  beneath  thy  chariot  wheel,"  I 
sang  out,  as  might  sing,  on  the  house-tops  of  this 
city,  some  love-sick  maid,  some  Rajput  Lady  of 
Shalott.  "  Less  than  the  dust  .  .  ."  With  its  escort 
of  horsemen  the  chariot  itself  flashed  by,  and 
presently,  at  the  palace  gates,  the  retainers  bowed 
them  to  the  ground. 

This  black-whiskered,  bejewelled  prince,  Mahara- 
jah of  Udaipur,  has  the  bluest  blood  in  India  to-day, 
a  strain  from  the  old  Kings  of  Oudh.  In  olden  times, 
I  have  been  told,  another  prince  of  Rajputana,  great 
of  birth  and  prestige,  was  as  the  sun  to  Udaipur's 
moon.  This  Sun,  impoverished,  and  casting  about 
him  for  some  lakhs,  came  to  Udaipur's  palace,  where 
that  chief  did  him  honour,  and  when,  lying  on  their 
divans,  the  Sun  graciously  offered  his  water-pipe, 
Udaipur's  satisfaction  was  not  to  be  hid. 

After  some  time  they  met  again.  When  the 
salaams  had  been  spoken,  Udaipur  said,  "  Maha- 
rajah, wilt  thou  now  repay  me  those  lakhs  ?  "  Then 
slowly  the  Sun  raised  his  eyes,  "  Repay  thee  lakhs  1 
Didst  thou  not  draw  at  my  hookah  ?  " 

The  Maharajah  of  Udaipur  bowed  his  head. 

Chains  of  white  mountains  encompass  Kashmir. 
Their  peaks,  pure  but  sterile,  merge  under  the  line 
of  perpetual  snow  into  fir  forests.  Below  these  are 
the  barren  uplands,  and  so  we  descend  to  that  strip 
of  eighty  miles  by  twenty,  the  valley  itself.  Through 
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this  valley,  rising  at  the  Tibetan  end,  meanders 
the  Jehlum  River,  with  its  lakes  and  waterways. 
Green  meadows,  stretching  mile  upon  mile,  line  the 
banks.  That  row  of  poplars  denotes  some  boundary. 
Here  is  a  village  with  its  orchards.  Sheep  are 
feeding  on  the  meadows,  and  a  flock  of  geese 
pushes  off  into  mid-stream. 

Is  this  Kashmir  ?  It  might  be  Northern  France, 
and  those  sheep  potential  pre  sales.  It  might  be 
Holland. 

But  the  sun  is  setting,  and  under  an  apple-tree  on 
the  grass  white  figures  kneel,  their  faces  Meccawards. 
It  is  Central  Asia  after  all ;  to-night  Allah,  Answerer 
of  Prayer,  will  hold  Kashmir  in  His  keeping. 

This  is  mid-April,  spring-time,  and  though  the 
rain  may  fall,  the  sap  is  fast  rising.  The  grass  is 
emerald  green,  and  the  poplars  and  planes  burst 
from  bud  to  leaf  in  a  night.  Wild  flowers  will 
bloom  later  on  the  hill-side,  but  a  red-and-white 
crocus  is  coming  up,  and  where  meadows  verge  on 
the  swamps  beds  of  iris  are  blooming.  The  many 
orchards  are  in  flower — white  and  pink  ;  and  when, 
of  a  sudden,  you  catch  almond  blossom  against  the 
distant  snows,  you  have  caught  the  spirit  of  this 
spring. 

Tugged  by  four  swarthy  fellows,  and  preceding 
the  mat-shaded  doonga  of  the  domestics,  the  little 
houseboat  came  in  due  time  to  Srinagar.  Punting 
up  the  main  highway  of  this  straggling,  dilapidated 
city,  we  passed  the  palace  of  the  Maharajah,  and 
drew  into  the  shady  Chenar  Bagh. 

From  open  windows,  as  we  passed,  the  keen  eyes 
of  curio  merchants  had  summed  us  up,  and  now, 
laden  with  wares,  their  canoes  were  converging 
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from  all  points.  Set  out  on  our  decks  were  em- 
broideries, damascenes,  and  carvings,  such  as  only 
Kashmir  can  show,  silver  wares  of  Tibetan  pattern, 
reliquaries  from  beyond  the  mountains,  matrix  tur- 
quoise from  Ladakh  and  Persia,  old  tapestry  of 
Bokhara — the  presentment  in  excelsis  of  the  curio. 
Lying  there  in  the  Chenar  Bagh,  those  astute 
Kashmiri  salesmen  marked  me  as  their  prey,  and  I 
fell  horribly. 

On  a  day,  the  houseboat  lying  thus  moored,  there 
happened  the  festival  of  Moy  Shareef,  a  personage 
in  the  Sunni  or  Orthodox  hierarchy.  This  was 
held  at  the  Mosque  of  Hazrat  Bal,  on  the  shores 
of  the  Dal  lake,  a  league  from  Srinagar.  The 
mosque,  reputed  to  contain  a  hair  from  the  Prophet's 
beard,  was  of  Kashmiri  type — a  bastard  pagoda  ; 
red  tulips,  blossoming  on  the  grass-grown  roof, 
relieved  its  dull  lines. 

Outside  the  edifice  a  vast  crowd  waited.  At  three 
in  the  afternoon  the  service  culminated,  and  some 
eighty  thousand  of  the  Faithful,  their  vigil  over, 
spread  through  adjacent  orchards  and  under  the 
old  chenar-trees  that  here  line  the  lake  shore.  A 
multitude,  taking  to  boats  of  every  description,  put 
out  on  the  lake. 

As  our  canoe  threaded  its  way  among  a  thousand 
craft,  I  saw  that  many  who  sat  therein  were  drinking 
tea.  Others  listened  to  the  distant  music  of  pipes, 
while  boatloads  of  professional  singers,  moving 
through  the  crowd,  gave  delight  to  those  who 
listened.  Here  and  there,  with  eyes  intent  on  some 
wealthy  merchant,  courtesans  reclined  on  cushioned 
barges.  They  were  very  beautiful  indeed.  Shades 
of  Fadladeen  1  and  of  Moy  Shareef,  shades  !  This 
was  no  place  for  rich  elderly  men. 
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As  the  day  waned  our  rowers  brought  us  past  the 
Shalimar  to  Nishat  Bagh,  on  the  further  shore, 
the  garden  pleasaunce  of  some  old  king.  In  the 
gloaming  we  passed  the  floating  gardens  of  the  Dal, 
bright  with  beds  of  mustard  and  with  fruit  blossom, 
and  in  the  darkness  were  rowed  into  the  city. 

All  that  night  crowded  boats  from  the  lake  passed 
down  the  Chenar  Bagh,  and  to  me,  lying  abed  in 
the  houseboat,  came  fragments  of  music  and  song 
and  laughter.  It  was  festival  night  in  the  Happy 
Valley. 

Sailing  south  from  Bombay,  some  hundreds  of 
miles,  the  traveller  will  come  to  Goa  of  the  Portu- 
guese, and  its  small  town  of  Panjim. 

This  futile  little  place,  exporting  coco-nuts,  with 
a  side-line  in  cabin  stewards,  has  a  history.  Four 
hundred  years  ago  Portugal  took  it.  By  the  middle 
of  the  sixteenth  century  it  was  a  city  of  200,000 
souls,  the  richest  in  India.  Great  merchants 
owned  its  warehouses.  Great  men  walked  its 
streets;  Albuquerque  and  Vasco  da  Gama  were 
among  its  viceroys,  Camoens  knew  it,  he  who  was 
to  become  St.  Francis  Xavier  lived  here.  Goa  was 
early  a  famous  headquarters  of  the  Jesuits ;  from 
their  college  missionaries  set  forth  for  Malacca,  for 
China,  for  Paraguay.  As  a  religious  centre  Goa's 
fame  kept  growing  ;  it  became  the  see  of  an  arch- 
bishop, and  convents  of  the  Dominicans  and  the 
Carmelites  were  built.  In  1560  the  Inquisition  was 
set  up,  and  the  processions  for  the  autos-da-fe  were 
seen  daily.  For  the  good  of  their  souls,  eleven 
thousand  were  put  to  death  in  this  corner  of 
India. 
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Ravaged  by  pestilence,  by  raids  from  the  interior, 
and  by  the  attacks  of  the  Dutch,  the  glory  of  Goa 
faded  as  it  had  come.  To-day  the  city  does  not 
even  exist.  Coco-nut  groves  cover  the  ruins  of  its 
streets,  and  where  the  palace  of  the  Inquisition  had 
stood  native  children  were  playing  tipcat.  Still 
standing,  well  cared  for,  are  some  half-dozen  fine 
old  churches  ;  these,  with  a  convent,  and  the  dwell- 
ings of  the  clergy,  are  all  that  remain  of  Old  Goa. 

In  the  church  of  "The  Good  Jesus,"  in  richly 
wrought  silver  coffin,  rests  the  embalmed  body  of 
St.  Francis  Xavier.  It  is  the  glory  of  Goa,  and  is 
exposed  to  view  perhaps  once  in  a  decade,  at  some 
high  religious  festival.  At  a  certain  exposure, 
among  a  crowd  of  devotees,  a  Portuguese  countess 
pressed  forward,  and  in  the  act  of  devotion  bit  off 
the  saint's  toe.  Thinking  to  escape  with  the  relic 
in  her  mouth,  she  rose  from  her  knees,  but  keen 
eyes  had  observed  the  act ;  as  a  priestly  hand 
closed  on  her  gullet,  the  oesophagus  disgorged  its 
trophy. 

Another  relic  of  Portugal  in  the  East  is  the 
island  of  Ma?ao.  This  little  spot,  south  of 
Hong-Kong,  just  clear  of  the  mainland,  is  perhaps 
two  miles  long.  In  a  garden  of  Ma£ao,  three 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  a  Government  official 
sat  each  afternoon  writing,  and  one  day  appeared — 
the  "  Lusiad."  Thus  did  Camoens,  Shakespeare  of 
Portugal,  bring  fame  to  Macao.  I  sat  in  the  old 
garden,  with  its  high  walls,  one  evening  as  the  day 
faded.  The  bust  of  the  poet  peered  at  me  through 
the  gloom. 

To  -  day,  Chinese  have  overrun  the  island ; 
smugglers  and  opium-runners  make  it  a  head- 
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quarters.  It  is  a  gambling  centre,  thither  resorting 
wealthy  Chinamen  from  Hong-Kong,  Canton,  and 
Amoy,  and  one  may  spend  a  night  round  the  tables, 
travelling  from  house  to  house.  The  game  played 
is  fan-tan,  and  the  stakes  of  foreigners,  who  sit  in 
upper  chambers  looking  down  on  the  tables,  are 
raised  and  lowered  in  tiny  baskets.  As  these 
baskets  of  Mexican  dollars  went  up  and  down,  I 
thought  of  that  biblical  lowering  of  a  basket,  from 
the  walls  of  Jericho,  and  cast  my  eyes  around  for 
prototype  of  her  who  had  lowered  it 

It  is  daybreak  on  the  Shan  Hills — that  lonely 
stretch  of  country  on  the  outer  fringe  of  Burma — 
daybreak,  and  a  white  man  steps  from  his  tent. 
The  huts  of  a  Kuchin  village  cluster  round  him. 
Outside  these,  in  the  grey  dawn,  stand  muscular 
young  women  at  the  hulling  of  rice  ;  little  hissing 
sounds  come  from  them  as  the  wooden  pestles 
strike  truly  home.  Old  hags,  too,  weeders  of  the 
grain  and  pumpkin  patches,  are  moving  afield,  but 
one  and  all,  old  and  young,  are  hugely  goitrous,  and 
the  eyes  of  the  young  man  are  turned  sadly  away. 

The  village  lies  on  a  mountain  slope,  at  4,000 
feet,  and  now,  in  the  broad  daylight,  there  unfolds  a 
panorama  of  half  the  Shan  States.  What  a  forest  1 
When  the  mists  rise  from  the  valleys  it  will  be  seen 
stretching  to  China. 

To  this  mountain,  which  they  called  the 
"Elephant's  Neck,"  Chinese  had  come  in  days  gone 
by,  to  work  silver  ores.  Here,  and  at  Baudwen, 
thirty  miles  to  the  south,  they  set  up  little  mining 
republics,  built  smelters,  cleared  the  forest  for 
charcoal  and  prospered  for  many  years.  Old 
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legends  speak  of  the  "great  silver  mines  between 
Pekin  and  Mandalay,"  but  as  to  the  date  of  their 
greatness,  who  shall  guess  ?  Baud  wen  must  be  two 
hundred  years  old ;  it  may  be  five  hundred  years. 
Stone  dragons,  crouching  before  its  ruined  temple, 
when  adjured  to  state  their  age,  vouchsafed  no  clue. 

Mo  Ho  Tchwang,  the  "  Elephant's  Neck,"  was 
wrapped  in  mystery  yet  more  dense.  Tradition, 
among  the  scattered  villages,  placed  the  departure 
of  the  last  Chinese  about  1840  ;  but  what  they  had 
worked,  what  left  behind,  was  hidden  by  the  dense 
undergrowth. 

Hence,  for  solution  of  these  things,  came  this 
white  man — these  two  men — climbing  to  the  village 
with  pack  mules,  twelve  jungle  cutters,  a  tent,  and 
no  little  enthusiasm. 

What  they  sought  they  found ;  but  those  tracks 
hewn  through  the  bamboos,  those  lead  slags  lying 
on  the  mountain-side,  those  old  mine  workings, 
unsafe  for  penetration — these  things  are  pigeon- 
holed in  London  offices,  and  concern  this  story 
not  at  all. 

The  hamlet  of  Weng  Pat,  on  the  further  side 
of  the  mountain,  lay  stricken  with  malaria.  One 
midday,  as  the  two  men  passed  from  the  country, 
they  rested  under  its  great  tree,  while  word 
of  the  bitter  white  drug  they  carried  passed 
from  house  to  house.  A  deputation  met  them 
under  the  tree ;  it  was  gratified  when  a  small 
stock  of  quinine,  with  instructions  for  use,  was 
placed  in  the  poongye's  hands. 

This  courtesy  to  Buddhism,  in  the  person  of  a 
fever-stricken  old  priest,  met  its  reward.  Two 
nights  later,  drenched,  their  mules  astray,  the  travel- 
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lers  reached  a  village.  "White  guests,"  cried  its 
headman  ;  "  where  should  they  sleep  but  in  our 
little  temple  ? "  So  in  a  trice  they  lay,  naked  and 
dry,  on  its  clean  floor ;  and  later,  when  the  mules 
came  in,  mattresses  were  stretched  on  the  very 
platform  beside  the  gods.  In  the  watches  of  that 
night  he  who  writes  awoke.  Resting  on  him, 
luminous  in  the  darkness,  was  the  divine  gaze  of 
the  Buddha. 

As  our  little  caravan  passed  from  hill  to  hill 
we  sickened  of  malaria — we,  our  Chinese  drivers, 
our  Indian  servants,  our  very  mules.  There  came 
a  night,  on  the  China  frontier,  when  I  lay  in  a 
hut  and — waited.  About  nine,  my  companion  laid 
the  thermometer  under  my  tongue  ;  it  said  106° 
— rising  fast !  He  forced  some  sweetish  liquid  into 
my  mouth  ;  his  voice  was  a  mile  away,  but  1  heard 
him  saying,  "  You  must  keep  this  down.''  I  thought 
I  might  be  dying  .  .  .  but  thirty-six  seemed  too 
young  .  .  .  then  it  was  broad  daylight,  and  my 
temperature  down  to  95°.  I  tested  my  vitality 
that  day  by  walking  twenty  miles.  It  held,  and 
for  three  days  more  ;  it  carried  us  down  to  the 
plains,  and  into  Bhamo. 

Lying  then  at  ease  on  the  deck  of  a  river 
steamer,  I  sailed  for  a  week  down  the  Irrawadi 
— down  past  the  wooded  defiles,  where  monkeys 
peered  from  the  high  crags ;  past  Sagaing,  with 
its  tombs  of  the  old  dynasty ;  past  Mandalay,  city 
of  the  lotus,  with  the  cloistered  Arrakan  and  the 
palace  of  deposed  Thebaw  ;  past  the  thousand-year- 
old  ruins  of  Pagan  ;  down  into  Lower  Burma,  where 
multitudes  were  at  work  in  the  paddy-fields ;  past 
Prome,  and  finally  to  the  city  of  Rangoon,  where 
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Shwe  Dagon  towers — the  Golden  Pagoda.  Stand- 
ing at  its  base,  on  a  night  of  high  festival,  I  saw 
that  blaze  of  colour  and  of  gaud  that  the  Orient 
itself  can  nowhere  match. 

There  are  calm,  stately  townships  near  the  equa- 
tor. White-clad  Europeans  traverse  their  shady 
allees,  and  the  air  is  of  old-world  repose.  There 
is  closure  of  shop  and  office  at  midday,  the 
gorging  of  the  reistafel,  slumber  through  long 
tropic  afternoons,  a  harnessing  of  mincing  pony 
stallions,  and  the  driving  out  of  stout  couples 
toward  eventide. 

This  is  Java  under  the  Dutch — Java,  shady  and 
beautiful,  where  the  mild-tempered  native  gives 
no  trouble,  hard  work  is  barely  known,  and  life 
passes  sleepily  and  easily. 

Yet  the  Dutch  know  their  business.  A  climatic 
lethargy  grips  them,  but  there  is  no  slovenli- 
ness. Their  government  is  sound,  contenting  the 
aborigines,  their  railways  progressive,  their  hotels 
excellent,  their  houses  spacious  and  graceful ;  the 
lawns  of  Haarlem  and  Utrecht  are  not  more  trim 
than  their  gardens. 

The  Dutch  have  made  a  real  success  in  Java. 
Finding  an  island  rich  and  apt,  they  have  fashioned 
a  first-rate  colony.  The  soil  is  of  the  best,  and  the 
contours  set  no  limit  to  irrigation.  Water  in  never- 
failing  supply  makes  their  task  easy,  and  Java 
the  last  word  in  tropical  culture.  The  Javanese, 
swarming,  yet  adaptable,  and  very  cleanly,  are  the 
happiest  of  the  world's  peoples. 

To  the  Anglo-Indian,  Java  must  carry  the  lesson 
of  content.  Here  is  no  feverish  hastening  on 
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European  leave,  no  eternal  girding  at  the  heat, 
no  undue  cursing  of  natives,  no  God-damning  of 
the  condition  of  things.  The  Dutchman,  more  or 
less,  goes  to  Java  for  life  ;  he  settles  down,  builds 
a  graceful  house,  lays  out  a  charming  garden — 
his  children  are  taught  to  call  it  home. 

In  often  taking  to  wife  a  woman  of  the  country 
he  errs  ;  not  in  himself  perhaps,  but  towards  the 
children  who  come  after.  This  crossing  of  the 
strain  is  not  a  matter  of  bulbs,  not  a  hybridizing 
of  tulips — it  is  a  mistake,  the  blot  on  Java.  Yet  the 
large  half-caste  population  lives  seemingly  under  no 
social  ban.  At  school  the  children  mix ;  when  the 
band  plays  the  eyes  of  white  maidens  ogle  dusky 
youths  ;  at  the  social  clubs  the  castes  come  together 
with  no  undue  reserve. 

Take  note  of  these  things,  Eurasians  of  India  1 
You,  Honorary  Lieutenant  Castries,  and  that  family 
we  know,  take  note  !  There  is  sanctuary  in  Java  for 
sallow  complexions. 

And  these  Dutch  women  of  the  true  blood — how 
robust  their  outline  !  What  a  genuine  plumpness  ! 
Yet — are  the  men  of  Holland  blind  to  the  finer 
shades  ?  The  "  fault  of  the  Dutch  "  has  long  been 
notorious  ;  their  liking  for  "  too  much  "  would  seem 
to  have  evolved  the  fattest  women  in  Christendom. 

In  the  interior  of  the  island  are  sights  not  to 
be  overlooked.  There  is  Buitenzorg,  among  the 
wooded  hills,  world-famed  for  beauty,  and  Soeka- 
boemi,  the  Cheltenham  of  Java.  Here,  on  cool 
uplands,  dwell  retired  Dutchmen  of  leisure,  civil 
servants  on  their  pensions,  and  well-to-do  half- 
castes.  Their  gardens  are  a  delight  to  the  eye. 
From  the  upland  town  of  Garoet  I  drove  through 
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the  tilled  rice-fields,  through  groves  of  bamboo 
and  coco-nut,  to  Lake  Bagendit,  and  stood  there 
enraptured.  The  air  was  fresh  and  cool  after 
heavy  rain,  a  zephyr  whispered  on  the  water,  the 
mist  was  lifting  from  green  forests  and  from 
mountains  ;  on  the  horizon  a  volcano  smoked. 

An  orchestra  of  young  musicians,  with  instru- 
ments of  bamboo,  had  approached  unseen,  and  was 
squatted ;  the  peace  of  God  descended  on  me  to  a 
minor  repetitive. 

In  the  gloaming  I  left  Bagendit,  bestowing  on 
the  musicians  a  largesse  of  one  guelder;  the 
bamboos  throbbed  a  furious  farewell. 

The  Javanese  in  religion  are  mildly  Mahometan. 
In  art  they  are  as  children.  Digest  these  facts  ; 
then  travel,  as  I  did,  to  Djockja,  and  view  strange 
ruins,  Buddhist  and  Hindu,  gigantic,  of  the  first 
order  in  architecture  and  sculpture.  These  are 
surely  Indian  in  origin,  the  outcome  of  colossal 
religious  propaganda ;  their  date  would  seem  to  go 
back  a  thousand  years. 

One  may  picture  these  remote  events :  the 
coming  of  the  princes  and  priests  from  Hindustan, 
the  fine  frenzy  of  the  proselytes,  the  conceptions 
taking  form,  the  voyaging  to  and  fro  of  architects, 
of  stonemasons,  the  steady  rising  of  the  fanes,  pre- 
dictions, by  many,  of  the  golden  age  of  Java  ;  great 
events  these,  in  their  day,  pregnant,  nevertheless, 
with  the  mutability  that  is  in  all  things. 

What  of  our  own  great  affairs  a  thousand  years 
hence — massacres  of  Jews,  of  Christians,  encyclicals 
of  an  infallible  Papacy,  Welsh  revivals,  Eucharist 
congresses,  the  consistency  of  a  wafer,  the  cut  of  a 
reredos,  the  passing  over  of  neurotic  spinsters  to 
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Rome  ?    Verily,  these  things  will   show  in  truer 
perspective. 

To-day  these  great  Indian  ruins  of  Java  stand 
desolate  among  rice-fields.  Buddhist  and  Hindu 
are  there  extinct  as  the  dodo. 

"In  the  red  bamboo  forest,  down  by  the  shrine 
of  the  goddess  Kwannon.  .  .  ." 

I  sat  in  His  Majesty's  Theatre,  in  London,  and 
watched  the  "  Darling  of  the  Gods."  Night  after 
night,  from  that  strange  cry  in  the  prologue,  until 
the  death  chant  of  the  Samurai  by  the  forest  shrine, 
the  sights  and  sounds  of  this  play  thrilled  me.  In 
truth,  they  sent  me  to  Japan. 

On  the  morning  appointed,  with  Honolulu  twelve 
days  astern,  a  high  coast-line  rose  from  out  the  sea — 
bleak  hills,  sparely  crested  with  firs ;  five  hours 
later  we  steamed  into  Yokohama  Bay,  and  I  set 
foot  in  Japan.  It  was  early  April  and  the  cherry- 
trees  in  fullest  bloom.  There  were  hundreds  of 
these  trees  ;  for  joy  I  could  have  knelt  to  them. 

That  afternoon,  taking  train,  I  went  down  the 
peninsula  to  Kamakura.  A  rickshaw  drew  me 
thence  to  where,  in  a  grove  of  the  flowering 
cherries,  his  eyes  closed  in  fathomless  contempla- 
tion, sits  that  great  figure  of  the  Buddha. 

Before  him  I  stood,  lost  in  long  reverie.  What 
repose  lay  in  those  eyelids  1  What  wisdom  in  that 
brain  !  How  many  centuries  had  rolled  over  him  1 
And  that  this  profound  personality  should  be  a 
bronze  casting — it  was  unthinkable  ! 

I  crossed,  and  stood  on  the  rising  ground  among 
foliage.  Beyond  this  grove  were  orchards  and 
gardens ;  an  old  temple  stood  on  a  hill,  firs,  bent 
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and  fantastic  with  age,  outlining  its  horizon.  The 
air  was  full  of  the  spring.  Near  me  a  red  camellia 
drew  the  eye  to  its  thousand  blossoms.  A  cloud 
passed  from  the  sun,  and  the  white  mass  of  cherries 
began  to  sparkle.  Under  this  canopy  of  bloom, 
divinely  suffered  by  the  Daibutsu,  a  hundred 
children  played  happily.  Down  the  valley  there 
was  a  glimpse  of  the  seashore. 

.  .  .  That  hour  at  Kamakura  will  always  be 
mine,  for  I  had  grasped  a  country's  soul.  I  had 
gone  forward.  Yesterday  I  had  been — what  ?  A 
bridge-player  on  the  Pacific.  Yesterday  ! — ere  my 
train  reached  Yokohama  that  evening  I  had  been  in 
Japan  a  hundred  years. 

Journeying  to  Tokio,  I  lived  at  a  native  inn,  and 
so  passed,  by  hill  and  dale,  over  much  of  Japan.  I 
saw  those  things  that  had  fired  the  imagination — 
the  "  red  bamboo  forest,"  "  the  shrine  of  the  god- 
dess Kwannon,"  "the  Bay  of  Monkeys  by  the 
Inland  Sea."  I  viewed  Fujiyama  from  Lake 
Hakone,  fed  the  deer  at  Nara  and  on  the  sacred 
island  of  Miyajima,  walked  in  the  cryptomeria 
forest  at  Nikko,  and  in  blinding  rain  reached  the 
hill-tops  above  Ikao.  I  saw  the  camellia,  the  cherry, 
the  wild  azalea,  and  the  iris  bloom.  I  lived  through 
days,  through  weeks,  of  heavy  rain,  without  which 
there  had  been  no  glory  of  tree  and  flower,  no  vivid 
freshness  of  early  morning. 

The  Japan  of  these  things — of  forests  and  blos- 
soms and  running  water — does  not  fail  one.  There 
the  ideal  is  safe.  But  this  is  no  land  of  glamour, 
no  India.  Over-population  is  driving  this  people 
with  a  goad.  With  poverty  ever  near,  their  dili- 
gence excels  that  of  all  others.  Every  foot  of  their 
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fields — every  shoot — is  tended  by  hand.  To  fertilize, 
they  use  liquid  manure,  and  from  each  house  by  the 
rice-land  comes  the  stench  of  a  cesspool.  This  is 
nasty,  but  in  the  way  of  nature.  The  advance  to  a 
materialism,  to  the  slavery  we  call "  manufacturing," 
is  a  worse  thing  by  far.  The  smoke-stacks  of  Tokio 
and  Osaka  keep  rising  ;  the  ugly  commercial  era 
has  dawned  that  is  to  drive  out  beauty  and  joy. 

A  coolie,  a  factory  hand — for  what  will  he  count 
in  this  new  Japan  ?  As  I  pondered  these  things  a 
coal-mine  of  the  great  Mitsui  family  was  flooded. 
Not  knowing,  I  came  to  that  island  in  Nagasaki 
harbour,  and  would  have  descended.  "  You  cannot 
go  to-day,"  said  one  in  authority  ;  "  a  hundred  of 
the  drowned  have  not  been  recovered." 

Listen  !  At  night,  in  a  lull  of  the  rain,  there  is  a 
tapping  along  the  empty  streets.  It  is  a  blind 
masseur,  recommending  himself  to  the  people. 
Poor  devil  !  Ushered  to  the  door  of  my  room, 
how  humbly  he  crawls  forward  !  and  yet  cheerful 
withal,  a  master  of  his  craft.  A  yen  is  not  wasted 
here,  if  his  poor  face  but  lights  to  its  touch.  Ama 
San  !  what  with  your  crawling  in,  and  your  crawling 
out,  my  eyes  are  wet. 

The  scene  changes,  but  not  the  note.  This  is 
Canton,  greatest  city  of  China.  Within  its  walls  is 
uttermost  congestion  of  human  beings ;  pushed 
into  the  very  river,  a  quarter  of  a  million  dwell  in 
boats.  Its  streets  are  alley-ways,  where  no  sun 
enters ;  they  exude  filth,  yet  in  their  fetid  air  a 
multitude  lives  and  moves.  Here  is  a  prison 
yard  ;  it,  even,  is  crowded  to  the  gates  ;  to-morrow 
the  headsman  relieves  the  pressure,  but  it  will  only 
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be  for  a  few  hours.  In  this  warm,  moist  clime 
humanity  spawns  riotously,  wriggles  its  day,  and 
dies.  What  is  its  tale  to  date  ?  I  know  not ;  but 
around  the  city,  over  hill  and  dale,  the  graves  extend 
for  seven  miles. 

Wherefore,  then,  O  God,  this  monstrous  spawn- 
ing ?  Wherefore  this  fecundity  of  female  Cantonese  ? 
For  how  many  of  these  millions,  of  the  millions  yet 
to  be  born,  will  filth,  hunger,  and  crime,  disease,  and 
misery  be  the  certain  lot  ? 

The  traveller,  returning  to  Hong-Kong,  cried  a 
truce  to  these  vital  speculations  ;  he  surrendered 
to  the  eating  of  young  ginger.  Satiated,  we  next 
see  him  sailing  up  the  Yangtse,  six  hundred  miles, 
to  Hankow.  There,  taking  note  of  its  million 
people,  of  its  Chicago-like  location,  of  much  coal 
and  iron  in  the  hinterland,  of  the  converging  upon 
it  of  the  railways,  he  made  prediction.  With  clear 
eyes  he  saw  this  city  a  century  hence  ;  he  saw  it  a 
world-centre,  the  commercial  pivot  of  all  the  East. 
Hankow  is  indeed  a  city  to  be  watched. 

In  the  harvest-time  he  crossed  the  plains  of 
Honan.  The  grain  was  bounteous,  and  as  the 
villagers  cut  and  stacked  they  sang  and  made  merry. 
At  the  inn  of  some  small  town  the  landlord,  his 
family  and  his  domestics  would  crowd  smiling 
round  such  unwonted  guest,  thinking  to  please  his 
palate  by  the  presentment  of  nauseous  titbits.  And 
this,  readers  of  "  Yellow  Peril  "  literature,  is  a  lonely 
Chinese  inn  of  the  interior  !  Indigestion,  certainly, 
but  not  death  nor  danger  lurked  within  its  walls. 

One  day  an  event  occurred  still  notable  in  local 
annals,  namely,  the  scattering  of  (t  cash "  to  the 
children  of  the  village.  Of  these  trivial  coins  some 
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forty  go  to  the  penny,  and  it  is  here  recorded  that 
the  foreigner  appeared  at  the  place  of  scattering 
carrying  thirty  thousand.  As  the  handfuls  were 
thrown,  and  ere  they  reached  the  earth,  fourscore 
children,  delirious  with  joy,  closed  on  them.  For  an 
hour  the  air  was  black  with  copper  spray,  and  there 
was  dust  and  flying  pigtails,  joy,  struggling,  and 
excitement,  such  as  come  together  once  in  a  lifetime. 
At  a  certain  stage  two  aged  beggars  of  the  village 
entered  the  mel£e.  They  were  carried  out  presently, 
bruised  and  bleeding,  whimpering,  their  wits  gone  ; 
their  begging-bowls  lay  in  atoms  ;  grasped  in  their 
skinny  fingers  was  the  sum  of  nearly  three  farthings. 

The  small  steamer  of  a  Chinaman,  running  from 
Chefoo,  used  to  cross  the  Gulf  of  Pechili  nightly. 
At  daybreak  one  morning,  after  such  crossing,  I 
stepped  from  her  cabin.  I  was  swathed  to  the  eyes, 
for  it  was  mid-winter,  but  the  sky  was  clear,  there 
was  no  wind,  the  sea  was  as  glass. 

A  mile  ahead  lay  the  entrance  to  Port  Arthur. 
This  unique  opening  looked  to  be  little  more  than 
a  hundred  yards  wide,  a  mere  slit  in  the  range  of 
hills  fronting  the  coast.  Over  the  crest  of  these 
hills  muzzles  of  big  guns  pointed,  and  the  figures  of 
a  sentry  or  two,  some  flags,  and  a  semaphore, 
showed  against  the  skyline.  In  the  offing,  on  the 
glassy  sea,  rode  half  a  dozen  Russian  warships ;  as 
we  steamed  through  the  channel,  and  passed  to  the 
inner  harbour,  fifteen  in  all  were  to  be  counted. 

This  basin  among  the  hills  was  bleak  and  ugly. 
On  the  right  lay  the  naval  dockyard,  the  straggling 
Chinese  town,  the  lines  of  barracks.  On  the  left, 
some  two  miles  distant,  lay  the  unfinished  Russian 


GLIMPSES  OF  THE   EAST  in 

town ;  on  the  rise  above  stood  a  half-built 
cathedral. 

The  place  bristled  with  soldiers ;  whole  battalions 
were  drilling  on  the  heights.  The  narrow  streets  of 
the  old  town  were  blocked  with  transport  trains.  As 
usual,  Chinese  were  doing  the  hard  work.  Fur- 
clad,  these  adaptable  creatures  had  already  acquired 
Russian,  and  were  now  being  roundly  abused  in 
that  tongue.  They  coaxed  frightened  mules,  set  up 
overturned  sleighs,  shifted  masses  of  metal  and 
timber,  and  did  the  general  dirty  work  of  Port  Arthur 
that  day,  whilst  some  dozens  of  Russian  officers,  a 
young  Scotsman,  and  an  indeterminable  riff-raff 
looked  casually  on. 

Round  the  palace  of  Alexieff,  Russian  Viceroy, 
was  great  coming  and  going  of  military,  with  the 
war  rumours  fiercer  than  ever.  Japan,  threatening 
for  years,  Japan  just  over  the  straits  there,  was 
surely  on  the  eve  of  action  at  last.  It  was  touch 
and  go. 

That  evening,  at  an  eating-house,  I  heard  the 
situation  had  taken  a  turn,  that  the  outlook  was 
better ;  the  naval  officers  were  on  shore,  too,  where 
they  had  not  been  for  a  week. 

But  in  the  night  sinister  news  must  have  come 
through.  When  morning  dawned  the  fleet  seemed 
all  drawn  to  the  inner  harbour ;  the  funnels  were 
belching  out  dense  black  smoke,  the  decks  were 
cleared  for  action.  As  my  train  steamed  out  for  the 
North  the  sky  was  overcast,  the  town  and  harbour 
hidden  in  smoke.  I  thought  it  at  the  time  an  augury 
of  evil.  I  was  not  wrong ;  two  weeks  later  four  of 
those  warships  had  been  pierced  by  torpedoes,  and 
the  investment  of  Port  Arthur  had  begun. 
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I  passed  on  to  Dalny,  where  Russia  spent  those 
millions  on  a  commercial  port  for  the  Siberian 
Railway  ;  then  to  Harbin,  in  the  heart  of  Manchuria. 
Harbin,  central  point  in  a  food-producing  area,  will 
have  a  future.  Several  big  flour-mills  had  even 
then  been  erected,  and,  ice-bound  in  the  Sungari, 
lay  a  small  fleet  of  river  steamers.  As  I  stood  at  the 
confines  of  the  town  a  cart  approached  over  the 
snow-covered  plain.  This  was  guided  by  two 
Chinamen,  drawn  by  a  superb  mule,  and  piled  high 
with  dead  pheasants.  There  must  have  been  four 
hundred.  It  was  borne  to  the  mind  that  Manchuria 
is  this  bird's  home ;  but  the  "  how "  and  the 
"  whence "  of  this  fine  bag  lay  behind  two  inscrut- 
able physiognomies. 

At  Vladivostok  the  political  news  was  vague,  but 
there  was  again  notable  congestion  of  military. 
Four  cruisers  lay  frozen  hard  in  the  harbour  ;  the 
contortions,  in  their  interests,  of  a  powerful  ice- 
breaker enlivened  the  Sabbath  afternoon. 

Four  hundred  miles  north  of  Vladivostok,  joined 
thereto  by  rail,  is  Khabarovsk.  This  Cossack  town 
and  strong  military  outpost  owes  its  being  to 
Amursky,  he  who  seized  for  Russia  her  trans- 
Baikal  Empire.  On  a  cliff  he  stands  there,  hewn 
in  stone,  gazing  down  the  great  river  which  gave 
him  its  name. 

A  two-horsed  sledge  drew  out  from  Khabarovsk 
at  a  gallop,  and  passed  up  the  frozen  Amur.  A 
journey  of  2,200  miles  stretched  before  it — a  journey 
that  was  to  last  nineteen  long  days  and  nights. 

Lying  in  hay,  under  a  felt  blanket,  I  staved  off  the 
great  cold,  while  felt  boots  that  came  above  the 
knee,  furs  that  covered  body,  head  and  ears,  and 
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thick  fingerless  gloves,  gave  real  immunity.  There 
was  food,  too,  on  board ;  white  chunks  of  ice,  that 
I  knew  for  milk,  brown  chunks,  denoting  soup,  a 
sack  of  bread,  and  some  dozens  of  roasted  rebchicks. 
Brick-tea  and  cakes  had  not  been  forgotten. 

At  twilight,  after  a  three  hours'  gallop,  a  cluster 
of  huts  come  into  view.  This  is  a  Cossack  settle- 
ment and  posting  station.  Driver  and  shaggy 
Tartar  ponies  are  changed,  the  modest  tariff  is  paid, 
the  sledge  takes  again  to  the  river  and  to  the  dark- 
ness. At  the  next  station,  reached  towards  nine 
o'clock,  supper  is  decided  on.  A  peasant,  taking  up 
a  hatchet,  retires  with  the  soup  to  an  inner  chamber, 
and  presently  there  emerges  a  steaming  tschi.  Then 
once  more  into  the  starry  night. 

By  morning  the  seventh  stage  has  been  reached. 
Khabarovsk  lies  eighty  miles  behind.  The  ice  is 
rough,  at  times  heaped  up  and  impassable  ;  the 
sledge,  seeking  a  clear  way,  diverges  to  right  and 
left,  now  into  Siberia,  now  Manchuria. 

So  we  travelled,  for  five  days  and  nights,  nor  did 
I  close  my  eyes.  On  the  sixth  day,  a  sleepless 
wreck,  I  came  to  the  town  of  Blagoveschensk.  A 
guest  in  the  house  of  her  richest  man,  I  ascended  to 
my  room  and  slept  heavily. 

To  me,  having  slumbered  six  hours,  entered  an 
awakening  handmaiden.  She  bore  a  tumbler  of 
Roederer.  The  Governor-General  of  the  Amur 
Territory  was  supping  below,  and  would  I  not 
come  down  ?  Convivial  sounds,  and  a  clinking  of 
glasses,  indicated  the  entertainment  as  under  way. 

The  champagne  worked  wonders.  I  rose  and 
went  down.  Supper  was  over,  but,  after  introduc- 
tions, I  fell  to  on  the  remains  of  what  had  been  a 
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princely  repast.  Wine  flowed  freely,  and  toasts 
were  being  given ;  I  was  asked  for  mine.  I  said, 
"  Gentlemen — Excellency — I  will  give  you  a  toast : 
'  Vive  I' Amur  J'  "  There  followed  perfunctory  rais- 
ing of  glasses,  but,  likewise,  the  sickening  silence  of 
non-perception.  I  saw  I  was  among  the  Scotch  of 
Russia.  Nothing  daunted,  I  went  to  the  piano  and 
sang  to  them,  and  they  raised  a  cheer.  I  sang  again. 
There  was  more  wine.  They  all  sang  at  once,  the 
welkin  of  Eastern  Siberia  rang,  and  we  made  merry 
far  into  the  night.  This  was  the  very  eve  of  the  war. 

Blagoveschensk,  on  the  Amur,  is  an  appreciable 
town,  indeed  the  only  town  in  a  stretch  of  1,200 
miles.  This  unwieldy  name  will  go  down  into 
history.  Some  years  before,  the  Russians  had  been 
engaged  in  absorbing  Manchuria.  There  were  acts 
of  aggression  on  their  part,  fierce  reprisals  by  the 
Chinese.  One  day  there  was  movement  on  the 
Manchurian  shore.  Rumour  of  an  early  attack 
spread  through  the  town,  and  the  tocsin  was 
sounded.  Four  thousand  unsuspecting  Celestials 
were  rounded  up  from  streets  and  houses,  then 
driven  like  sheep  into  the  river.  From  the  river 
none  returned.  It  is  said  that  none  reached  the 
Manchurian  bank. 

Again  the  sledge  gallops  on  its  way.  Again  the 
Cossack  posts  roll  by,  and  the  long  swell  of  Siberia 
rises  and  falls.  Heading  for  outlying  mines,  we 
bear  due  North.  Now  we  glide  along  some  river, 
now  take  to  the  plains.  Anon,  we  traverse  a  forest 
of  birches.  Is  it  "  mimicry,"  or  mere  wantonness  ? 
— for  their  trunks  are  whiter  than  the  very  snow. 
In  this  solitude  there  is  no  wild  life,  no  stirring  tale 
of  wolves.  Yet  what  a  figure  I  might  have  cut  1 
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The  rising  with  clenched  teeth,  the  revolver  drawn 
on  the  howling  pack,  the  last  cartridge  fired,  the 
quick  command  to  cut  loose  the  third  horse,  the 
sacrifice  of  Ivan,  my  devoted  driver,  and  my  scalding 
tears  as  I  realize  he  has  saved  me ;  finally,  a  verst 
ahead,  the  stout  walls  of  the  fort  1  My  mind's  eye 
saw  it  all. 

Yet  there  reigned  in  that  sledge  a  fear  more 
insidious  than  of  wolves — the  fear  of  a  man  who 
cannot  sleep.  For  sixteen  out  of  each  twenty-four 
hours  I  lay  in  the  dark,  sleepless,  jolted,  suffocated 
by  the  thick  felt  covering,  my  nerves  utterly  un- 
strung. At  dead  of  night  I  would  enter  some  post 
station  and  cast  myself  on  the  floor.  There  were 
ten  minutes  here,  and  once  or  twice,  in  a  few 
stertorous  breaths,  sleep  came  to  me.  But  for  those 
sixteen  hours  each  night  my  mind  fed  upon  itself. 
For  its  diversion  I  told  myself  the  story  of  my  life, 
from  earliest  days,  and  in  minutest  detail.  I  set 
myself  problems  in  mining.  I  worked  the  Rand  at 
twelve  shillings  a  ton.  I  ran  eight  hundred  stamps 
on  a  small  island  of  my  own.  I  became  the  greatest 
expert  the  world  had  known.  One  long,  weary 
night  I  stood  for  Parliament.  At  first  my  religious 
views  gave  offence  ;  then  the  wives  of  my  con- 
stituents heard  I  dressed  for  dinner,  and  it  was  all 
right.  Later,  I  became  Prime  Minister.  After  each 
twilight,  before  the  drawing  of  the  felt  blankets,  I 
gave  a  concert.  I  sang  "The  Yeoman  of  the 
Guard  "  and  "  The  Rose  of  Persia  "  from  beginning 
to  end.  One  evening  I  sang  the  "  King's  Highway  " 
six  and  "  The  Garden  of  Sleep  "  eight  times,  their 
sad  note  accentuating  the  horrors  of  the  coming 
hours.  Assuming  a  rich  bass,  I  sang  nightly  the 
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"  Calf  of  Gold  "  and  the  "  Serenade  "  of  Mephisto- 
pheles.  As  the  words  came  from  my  lips  they  con- 
gealed ;  they  coated  my  mouth  with  ice.  Had  the 
dead  Gounod,  I  wondered,  sung  them  at  forty  below 
zero  ?  And  so  I  sang,  and  shouted,  and  romanced, 
and  my  brain  went  to  seed,  and  my  depression  hung 
ever  heavier,  until  one  midnight  we  drove  into 
Stretinsk.  The  journey  was  over.  It  had  cost  me 
nineteen  nights  of  hell,  and  an  injured  nervous 
system.  I  vowed  I  would  not  go  through  it  again 
for  a  thousand  pounds  a  night,  and  from  that 
decision  I  do  not  waver. 

The  train  that  left  Stretinsk  next  day  started  three 
days  late.  War  had  broken  out.  The  main  line 
was  blocked  with  traffic,  and  on  this  branch  things 
had  to  adjust  themselves. 

I  lay  huddled  in  my  furs,  feeding  at  intervals, 
sleeping  much,  hardly  noting  the  lapse  of  time. 
When  we  came  to  the  main  line  refugees  crowded 
aboard ;  at  the  eating-places  strong  women  fought 
for  food,  and  in  these  struggles  for  sustenance  my 
lethargy  fell  from  me.  Every  hour  we  were  side- 
tracked to  let  pass  a  train  with  troops  or  supplies  ; 
our  stops  seemed  interminable.  We  lost  two  days 
more,  but  there  was  no  gap  in  that  procession  of 
trains  to  the  East. 

At  Lake  Baikal  there  was  transference  to  sledges, 
the  passage  of  the  lake  taking  some  five  hours.  A 
military  railroad  crossed  the  ice.  As  the  wagons, 
drawn  by  horses,  came  over  one  by  one,  all  the 
menageries  of  the  world  seemed  to  be  on  the  move. 
Regiments  were  marching  across  the  lake — Cos- 
sacks of  a  roughish  type;  Russia  was  not  yet 
sending  of  her  best. 
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On  the  far  shore,  solitary,  gazing  out  over  Baikal, 
stood  one  clad  from  head  to  foot  in  raiment  of 
snowy  felt.  He  :was  tall,  and  bore  himself  with 
a  noble  mien.  This  knightly  figure — 

"Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful," 

as  it  might  be  some  Arthur,  come  again  to  Camelot, 
proved  to  be  Prince  Khilkoff,  Russia's  trusted 
Minister,  guiding  brain  of  the  line  that  was  to 
transport  and  feed  a  million  men.  An  aristocrat, 
he  had  begun  life  in  the  shops  of  the  Pennsylvania 
railroad,  and  working  steadily  up,  mastered  his 
craft.  Now,  in  the  fullness  of  years  and  wisdom, 
he  stood  here,  called  to  solve  Russia's  tremendous 
problem. 

Two  hours  later  there  came  in  sight  a  green- 
domed  cathedral.  It  was  Irkutsk — city  of  convicts 
— where  Russia's  political  prisoners  live  and  thrive. 
In  Irkutsk  one  sees  men  who,  in  cattle  or  gold- 
mining,  have  made  millions,  who  live  in  big 
houses,  who  drive  fine  horses,  yet  who  will  never 
leave  Siberia  alive.  But  they  seem  happy  enough. 
Here,  in  winter,  night  takes  the  place  of  day.  The 
restaurants,  the  dancing  halls,  open  at  eleven,  at  two 
they  are  in  full  swing,  at  five,  filled  with  wine  and 
wassail,  the  wretched  convicts  take  themselves  to 
bed.  Irkutsk,  as  they  say  in  the  States,  is  a  "  wide 
open  "  town. 

I  was  still  in  the  Orient,  in  the  longitude  of 
Singapore,  but  affairs  now  called  me  to  the  West. 
Taking  again  the  Siberian  railroad,  I  set  out  on  the 
nine  days'  journey  to  Moscow. 


CHAPTER  VII 
THE  DREAM  CITY  OF  SAMARKAND 

AT  Seraglio  Point,  where  the  waters  of  the 
Golden  Horn  mingle  with  those  of  the 
Bosphorus,  I  stood  one  evening  in  the  twilight. 
As  I  gazed  out  over  the  expanse,  the  high  outlines 
of  Pera  and  Galata  faded  and  Scutari  became  no 
more  than  a  cloud.  The  air  was  balmy,  the  night 
utterly  calm,  and  upon  me  lay  the  glamour  of 
the  East.  Where  amid  these  shadows  lay  "Cape 
Turk"  ? 

I  stood  there  till  the  moon,  bloodshot  and  golden, 
rose  up  over  the  Asiatic  shore,  and  the  night  entered 
into  her  enchantment.  This  was  the  real  Stamboul. 
By  day  I  had  judged  her  squalid,  her  soul  escaped 
me ;  but  in  the  first  hours  of  this  night,  as  the 
moonbeams  played  about  her  minarets,  compre- 
hension came. 

It  was  Ramazan — the  month  of  months — and 
after  a  day  of  fasting  the  people  in  their  houses 
were  entering  on  a  night  of  festival.  The  streets 
were  empty,  but  from  behind  the  closed  shutters 
came  bursts  of  music,  and  the  quivering  falsetto 
of  some  Mahometan  soloist  rose  and  fell.  I  stood 
alone,  a  silent  listener  to  those  weird  cadences, 
and  as  they  died,  vanished  into  the  recesses  of  the 

118 


THE  DREAM  CITY  OF  SAMARKAND      119 

city,  as  had  vanished,  some  sixty  years  before,  the 
intelligent  Arminius  Vamb6ry. 

Through  the  horrid  purlieus  of  Galata  a  pro- 
cession passed  next  day  to  the  palace  gates  of 
Dolma  Bagtche.  Some  twenty  closed  carriages 
conveyed  the  harem  from  a  mosque,  and  some 
threescore  shrouded  female  forms  were  whisked 
rapidly  past.  Singly  in  the  first  three  vehicles  rode 
figures  of  a  massive  and  elderly  outline.  These  I 
placed  with  certainty  as  wedded  wives.  The  rest, 
riding  four  to  a  coach,  were  plainly  of  a  meaner 
condition — perhaps  the  ladies  of  the  entourage  ;  but 
a  certain  grace  of  outline,  and  a  je  ne  sais  quoi  in  the 
air,  seemed  to  indicate  them  as  "  those  others."  By 
each  carriage,  stately  in  the  black  frock  and  fez  of 
their  land  of  adoption,  rode  two  Nubian  eunuchs. 
As  their  Arabs  pranced  and  curvetted  to  the  crowds, 
they  looked  to  be  determined  and  pitiless  guardians 
of  the  proprieties. 

With  blare  of  barbaric  music,  a  road  lined  two-deep 
with  soldiers,  with  forced  and  mirthless  cheering, 
Mahomet  V,  first  constitutional  Sultan  of  Turkey, 
drives  to  the  Selamlik.  He  passes,  this  puppet,  alone 
in  his  gorgeous  chariot — an  elderly  man,  flabby, 
washed  out,  he  looks  round  weakly  on  the  crowd, 
and  shyly  salutes.  A  captive  for  near  thirty  years, 
he  was  dragged  by  the  Young  Turks  from  prison  to 
throne.  But  figs  do  not  come  from  thistles.  If  this 
dazed  old  man  shall  blossom  into  a  king — into  any 
personality  at  all — my  eyes  will  have  played  me 
unwonted  trick.  This  elderly  prisoner  is  no  solution 
of  Turkey's  troubles. 

But  Central  Asia  lies  far  away,  and  I  must  move 
on.  Passing  up  the  Bosphorus  into  the  Black  Sea, 
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I  came  next  day  to  Odessa.  Here,  on  high  natural 
terrace,  above  bay  and  shipping,  stands  a  spacious 
and  attractive  city.  A  hundred  and  fifty  feet  below 
lies  the  sea  and  a  great  harbour,  and  in  the  distance 
a  vista  of  endless  Russian  plains.  It  was  Sunday 
evening ;  a  military  band  played,  and  along  the 
boulevard  that  fronts  the  sea  a  prosperous-looking 
crowd  moved  to  and  fro.  The  Jewish  face  was 
predominant,  and  I  called  to  mind  pogroms  of 
recent  date,  and  the  Jews  of  Odessa  going  to  their 
death  in  droves ;  yet  here  they  were,  well-dressed, 
uncringing,  smiling,  and  here,  moreover,  were 
hundreds  of  handsome  young  Jewesses,  on  whom 
it  was  a  delight  to  gaze.  Famed  for  her  export  of 
wheat,  Odessa  is  to  me  henceforth  the  city  of  good 
looks.  The  Russian  woman  showed  well  on  the 
boulevards  that  night ;  but  it  was  the  Jewess — the 
despised,  immemorial  Hebrew — who  easily  bore  off 
the  palm. 

I  was  now  to  coast  the  Black  Sea,  and  a  day  out 
from  Odessa  landed  at  Sebastopol — a  naval  harbour 
and  considerable  town,  that  has  played  its  part  in 
history.  The  Crimea  was  the  freak  of  a  century — 
England's  insanest  act  in  modern  times.  Russia 
was  altercating  with  Turkey  on  a  religious  matter — 
on  the  treatment  of  Christians  in  Asia  Minor.  As  I 
understand  history  it  was  nothing  more ;  the  arriere- 
pensee,  if  present,  was  faint.  Constantinople  was  not 
aimed  at,  Turkey's  integrity  not  even  threatened. 
Yet  in  we  dash,  catspaw  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon, 
with  bagpipes  playing,  flags  flying,  and  our  corrupt 
army  contractors  cheering  from  the  windows  of 
Whitehall.  It  may  have  been  magnificent — but  it 
was  not  war :  moreover,  we  were  on  the  wrong  horse. 
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And  then  the  tactics  of  such  a  war !  If  we  had 
gained  these  few  barren  miles,  where  would  we  have 
been  ?  Out  on  a  little  tongue  of  land,  no  more  for- 
midable to  great  and  holy  Russia  than  a  hostile 
Anglesea  to  an  armed  England. 

We  called  ourselves  the  victors  :  but  what  a 
victory  1  What  had  we  fought  for  ?  I  doubt  if 
the  good  Queen  Victoria  (R.  but  not  yet  I.)  could 
herself  have  told. 

The  result  of  it  all  has  been  Russia's  hatred  for 
fifty  years,  her  rapid  advance  into  Central  Asia,  our 
expansion  blocked  there,  our  failure  to  absorb 
Afghanistan,  the  defection  of  Persia  and  Tibet,  and 
a  host  of  minor  frontier  wars  and  troubles  too  intri- 
cate to  unravel.  We  have  paid  for  our  "  victory  " 
ten  times  over.  Let  me  say  this  :  Russia  cannot 
take  the  final  step.  She  cannot  invade  India  with 
hope  of  success,  nor  does  she  think  to  do  so.  Our 
frontier  is  in  superb  strength  ;  to  this  extent  good 
has  come  out  of  evil,  but  I  shall  ever  hold  England's 
presence  in  the  Crimea  matter  for  repentance. 

The  eastern  shores  of  the  Black  Sea  are  moun- 
tainous, wooded,  almost  beautiful,  and  skirting  them 
you  come  at  last,  in  the  south-east  corner,  to 
Batoum.  A  poor  place  this,  but  of  some  import- 
ance ;  for  an  8-inch  pipe-line  brings  refined  oil 
from  the  wells  of  Baku,  five  hundred  miles  away, 
and  tank  steamers,  lying  at  the  quay,  turn  a  tap, 
load  up,  and  are  off  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 

It  was  at  Batoum  I  first  met  the  Armenians ;  and 
even  as  the  pious  ./Eneas  suspected  the  Greeks,  so 
henceforth  I  watched  this  tribe  of  evil  repute.  They 
say  Jews  may  not  enter  the  Caucasus.  What  Jew 
would  want  to  ?  These  subtle  atrocities  could  run 
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the  Hebrew  nation  off  its  legs.  Far  in  the  moun- 
tains of  Armenia  the  Ark  rested  on  Ararat.  Proud, 
we  must  suppose,  of  this  tradition,  they  adopted  the 
Christian  mythology,  and  entered  their  unquiet 
heritage.  A  thousand  years  of  oppression  has 
evolved  a  strange,  not  a  Christian  type ;  prince 
among  schemers,  the  nth  power  in  subtlety,  if  his 
breadth  of  vision  matched  his  cunning,  the 
Armenian  would  rule  the  world. 

One  Balthazar,  an  interpreter,  was  my  first.  He 
served  me  well  and  faithfully ;  born  of  a  race  of 
linguists,  he  spoke  six  tongues.  He  knew  his  tribe. 
"  These  Armenians  are  bloody  liars,"  he  said  to  me 
one  day,  and  I  have  found  this  matured  opinion 
universally  endorsed. 

Let  it  now  be  revealed  .that  Svengali,  who  came 
"  out  of  the  mysterious  East,"  was  of  this  race.  He 
was  born  at  Erzeroum,  Turkish  Armenia,  in  Octo- 
ber, 1818.  He  mastered  music  at  Vienna  in  the 
forties,  and,  returning  for  a  while  to  the  East, 
developed  strange  powers  of  magnetism.  He  first 
saw  Trilby  in  1861. 

How  do  I  know  these  things  ?  I  know  more. 
His  son  is  cashier  in  the  Armenian  Bank  at  Batoum. 
The  black  beard  is  deceptive,  but  he  must  be  turned 
fifty ;  he  speaks  excellent  French,  and  is  going 
bald.  We  discussed  the  terms  of  a  draft  on  Odessa, 
and  no  hint  of  recognition  passed.  But  that  high, 
thin  nose,  that  hawk-like  visage,  Jewish,  yet  not 
Jewish  !  There  could  be  no  mistake.  He  saw  I 
knew,  that  I  was  deeply  interested,  that  it  would 
make  literary  capital — and  he  raised  the  discount  an 
eighth. 

In  the  mountains,  forty-five  miles  behind  Batoum, 
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in  the  heart  of  the  Caucasus,  is  a  copper-mine.  It 
has  been  one  of  the  tragedies  of  the  last  decade,  but 
let  that  pass.  The  mine  lies  at  5,000  feet,  and 
through  a  distant  nek  in  the  ranges  can  be  seen  the 
white  top  of  Mount  Elburz,  high-point  of  Europe. 
This  was  Turkish  country  till  the  war  ;  it  is  Turkish 
still  in  all  but  name.  Turks  work  in  the  mine,  and 
Turkish  mountaineers,  armed  to  the  teeth,  saunter 
down  from  their  villages.  Russia  goes  very  gingerly 
here.  In  the  valley,  3,000  feet  below,  lies  the 
smelter,  and  at  long  last  its  furnaces  were  fired. 
Then  a  strange  thing  happened.  As  vultures,  wheel- 
ing invisible  in  the  heavens,  swoop  to  the  carcass, 
so  Persians  appeared  before  these  furnaces.  At  the 
mine,  at  the  works,  Turks,  Russians,  Georgians 
come  and  go  ;  but  at  these  furnaces,  gazing  into 
their  molten  depths  with  the  eyes  of  men  long  dead, 
and  stoking,  it  seemed  to  me,  as  men  would  stoke 
for  a  rite,  are  always  Persians.  Now  tell  me — tell 
me,  Zoroaster  1  Or,  you,  perchance,  Loge  1  Is  this 
atavism  ?  Is  it  the  throw-back  ?  Were  these 
fortuitous  posturings,  or  was  it  fire-worship  I  saw, 
in  that  lonely  mountain  valley  at  the  back  of 
Batoum  ? 

Tiflis,  capital  of  the  Caucasus,  a  large  town  in 
barren  country,  did  not  attract.  On  the  exhibition 
of  roubles  a  motor  was  forthcoming,  and  at  five  on 
an  October  morning  I  drew  out  on  the  two  hundred 
versts  that  led  to  Vladikavkaz.  Two  American 
ladies  honoured  my  car.  We  followed  the  famous 
Georgian  military  road  ;  and  rising  slowly  up 
autumn  valleys  on  to  bleak  moorlands,  found  our- 
selves by  midday  at  7,000  feet,  the  top  of  the  pass. 

From  here  the  road  led  down  and  down.    The 
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mountains  closed  in.  The  scene  was  obscured,  but 
the  road's  fine  engineering,  the  long,  stoutly  built 
snowsheds,  made  on  me  due  impression.  Still 
down  it  went,  and  we  passed  into  a  rugged  and 
tremendous  gorge,  where,  with  sound  as  of  artillery, 
a  tyre  burst,  and  whence  we  emerged,  at  the 
darkening,  into  low,  wooded  country  and  well 
watered  meadows,  with  the  domes  of  Vladikavkaz 
no  more  than  a  league  away. 

That  evening,  at  the  Hotel  Europe,  several 
were  witness  of  a  pathetic  sight.  The  chauffeur,  a 
young  Swiss,  flushed  with  wine  and  above  himself, 
suddenly  entered  the  salon.  Possessing  himself  of 
the  piano,  "  Daisy,  Daisy  "  and  several  of  the  less 
intellectual  of  our  folk-songs  were  terribly  butchered. 
Intimating  to  us  that  this  effort  was  in  honour  of 
the  English,  he  disappeared  again  into  the  night. 
Of  Vladikavkaz,  a  featureless  Russian  town,  I  have 
nothing  to  say  ;  but  on  the  return  journey,  a  few 
versts  out,  there  was  a  sudden  tremor,  and  the  car 
collapsed.  The  danger  looked  mortal;  and  there 
we  were,  trudging  the  road  for  help,  "marching 
through  Georgia"  for  an  ox  team.  Things  went 
to  glory  with  us  that  morning ;  the  songster, 
jaded  and  morose,  brought  us  into  Tiflis  a  day 
overdue. 

Baku,  on  the  shores  of  the  Caspian,  is  the  city 
of  oil,  and  the  ugliest  spot  in  Europe.  On  three 
sides  there  is  desert,  dotted  with  groups  of  uncouth- 
looking  oil  wells.  On  the  fourth  lies  the  great 
inland  sea,  whose  shallow  waters,  so  easily  lashed 
to  fury,  were  now  blue  and  sparkling  in  the  balmy 
autumn  sun.  There  is  great  commerce  on  the 
Caspian  Sea.  It  is  the  highroad  to  Northern  Persia 
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and  to  the  territories  of  Central  Asia,  is  the  scene 
of  big  fisheries  centring  at  Astrakhan,  in  which  the 
sturgeon  so  handsomely  plays  a  part,  and  outlet  for 
that  great  river,  the  Volga,  up  which  Baku  oil, 
Astrakhan  caviare,  and  Central  Asian  cotton  crowd, 
from  the  spring  melting  of  the  ice  until  the  month 
of  November. 

In  the  streets  of  Baku,  whose  population  is  above 
a  quarter  of  a  million,  walk  Russians,  Armenians, 
Persians,  Tartars,  Lesgins,  Kalmucks,  Jews,  Greeks, 
Turkomans — a  mixed  and  lawless  throng.  It  is 
only  four  years  ago  that  Baku  was  in  revolution. 
Many  of  the  wells  were  maliciously  fired,  property 
was  badly  damaged,  and  a  deep  upheaval  against 
authority  seemed  certain.  But  as  at  Odessa,  where 
an  organized  massacre  of  Jews,  by  Christians,  put 
the  mob  in  humour,  so  here  there  was  a  throwing 
to  the  lions.  This  time  the  Tartars  were  let  loose. 
The  Armenians  perished,  but  the  Government  was 
saved.  They  call  this  in  medicine  the  use  of  the 
"counter-irritant."  The  method  in  politics  is 
scientifically  correct ;  it  might  conceivably  one  day 
save  us  India.  Let  us  hope  not,  for  the  method  is 
cynical ;  but  then  the  vagaries  of  the  religions,  the 
hatred  of  creed  for  creed,  tend  to  cynicism.  The 
revenue  Baku  yields  is  fabulous.  The  Government 
tax  on  oil  lands,  leased  out  on  a  royalty  basis,  averages 
not  less  than  30  per  cent,  of  the  gross  value  of  the 
oil  produced.  Thirty  per  cent.  1  And  in  the  old 
days,  when  Paul  Kruger  and  his  "  corrupt  oligarchy  " 
put  5  per  cent,  net  on  the  gold-mines  of  the  Rand, 
we  thought  the  end  had  come. 

Baku  has  done  the  British  no  good.  A  number 
of  wells  were  bought  by  us,  but  bought  too  dear  ; 
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they  lacked  good  management,  their  owners  had  no 
local  knowledge,  some  wells  ran  dry,  a  number 
lessened  their  yield,  and  the  record  is  of  loss  from 
beginning  to  end.  Fortunes  have  been  made  here, 
many  fortunes,  but  these  wells  are  no  longer  a 
speculation  for  the  outsider.  The  position  of  this 
city  and  its  industry  looks  none  too  sound.  There 
is  no  lack  of  oil,  but  too  little  stability  in  its  value. 
The  market  for  the  local  product  is  limited,  and  a 
temporary  over-production  sends  prices  toppling. 
Granted  the  discovery  of  a  big  oilfield  at  Maikop, 
or  any  point  near  the  Black  Sea,  or  a  field  on  the 
eastern  shores  of  the  Caspian,  and  Baku  will  be 
dealt  a  blow  from  which  she  may  not  easily 
recover. 

As  I  sailed  down  the  shores  of  the  Caspian  the 
desert  aspect  changed.  A  greenness  crept  into  the 
plain,  forests  came,  then  mountains,  and  at  Enzeli  I 
landed  in  heavy  rain. 

So  this  was  Persia  1  I  had  looked  for  blue  sky, 
barren  wastes,  trains  of  camels,  and  here  were 
drenched  green  meadows,  groves  of  mulberries, 
mud,  and  a  people  ragged  and  bedraggled.  Such 
was  the  land  for  fifty  miles  as  I  drove  South  ;  then 
the  rude  postchaise  ascended  through  forests,  and 
by  evening  came  out  on  the  tableland  of  Persia. 
Here  was  the  desert,  the  real  thing,  the  Iran  of  song 
and  story  ;  and  as  for  camels,  under  a  full  Eastern 
moon,  heavily  laden,  there  were  thousands  passing 
along  that  highway  to  the  interior.  At  dead  of  night, 
with  honeyed  words,  keepers  of  the  post-houses  bade 
me  stop  and  enter.  But  never  a  toman  charmed 
they  from  me,  never  a  kran ;  for  I  carried  my  sus- 
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tenance,  I  took  my  rest  in  the  chaise  under  the  sky, 
and  my  eyes,  as  the  eyes  of  Rhoda  and  Minna,  were 
fixed  on  the  distant  hills. 

Yet  because  of  this  fixity  I  sinned.  Next  day,  as 
we  travelled,  a  horse  failed.  With  lash  and  goad  a 
brutal  driver  forced  him  on.  The  stricken,  willing 
brute  struggled  gamely,  till  at  last  eyes  and 
nostrils  suddenly  suffused  with  blood,  and  it  fell 
exhausted. 

And  I  had  let  this  thing  be.  Angered  at  any 
delay,  I  had  protested  all  too  feebly.  Even  now  my 
desires  seemed  so  vivid,  those  of  the  beast  that  lay 
there  quaking  so  remote.  It  was  not  I,  to  my  shame, 
but  the  Armenian,  who  laid  a  blanket  over  those 
sweating  limbs ;  yet  had  I  done  this  for  my  dumb 
servant,  or  laid  my  hand  a  while  over  those  tired, 
frightened  eyes,  I  had  gone  into  Persia  a  better 
man.  I  do  not  even  know  if  it  lived.  In  an  hour  a 
driver  with  fresh  horses  came  from  the  post-house. 
Mounting  to  his  seat,  and  galloping,  he  burst  into 
a  shrill  song  of  love,  holding  merry  converse  with 
Balthazar.  I,  who  had  come  again  to  my  right 
mind,  lay  back  degraded  and  ashamed. 

All  that  day  and  a  second  night  I  drove  on  over 
the  wastes ;  past  Russian  troops  encamped,  bold  as 
brass,  on  the  plain ;  through  the  old  city  of  Kazvin ; 
past  the  oasis  of  Karaj,  where  grapes  were  growing, 
until  the  giant  white  peak  of  Demavend  stood  out. 
At  the  fifty-third  hour  the  open  gates  of  Teheran 
received  me. 

The  Persians  are  sunk  in  squalor  and  in  apathy. 
Weak  in  character,  unstable  as  water,  they  look  to 
be  desperately  poor  material.  Yet  let  us  be  fair,  let 
us  get  to  the  root  of  these  things.  Casting  our  eyes 
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around,  let  them  light  on  this  stout  burgess  of  Tun- 
bridge  Wells  in  the  county  of  Kent.  See  him, 
breakfasted,  complacent,  emerge  from  semi-detached 
villa,  wherein  are  found  a  buxom  spouse,  a  warm 
bed,  clean  sheets,  beef  and  beer,  coals,  hot  and  cold 
water,  and  the  usual  domestic  offices.  See  him, 
fitly  clad,  wending  his  way  to  shop  or  business, 
working  in  comfort,  and  emerging  toward  evening, 
richer  by  a  pound  sterling  or  more,  to  return  to  a 
dinner  of  meat,  tobacco,  and  a  good  book. 

Take  this  man — typifying  this  our  England — and 
mark  him  well.  There,  but  for  the  grace  of  Cromwell, 
goes  a  Persian.  For  it  is  freedom,  more  than  all  else 
together,  that  has  placed  the  Englishman  where  he 
is,  and  it  is  despotism — bad,  hopeless,  vile  despotism 
— that  has  put  the  Persian,  physically  and  morally, 
where  he  is.  Oliver,  I  salute  you  1  Without  you, 
where  had  we  been  to-day — or  Europe  ?  What  a 
way  you  had  with  a  despot  1  What  a  touch  1  Do 
you  recall  that  little  procession  through  Whitehall  ? 
Can  you  re-picture  that  mounting  of  steps,  that 
removal  of  Flanders  lace,  that  mystification  of  the 
worthy  Juxon  ?  Did  you  hear  that  thud,  Protector? 
That  was  a  man's  head  as  it  bounced  into  the  saw- 
dust. Quite  an  important  head  too;  quite  a  good 
place,  all  things  considered,  for  it  to  bounce. 
Charles  died  like  a  man.  We  grant  him  that. 
But  hurrah  for  Cromwell  and  the  axe  1  Should 
the  liberty  of  these  dear  islands  be  ever  in  jeopardy, 
let  it  descend  again  and  again. 

Under  the  Kajars,  Persia  has  run  utterly  to  seed. 
This  dynasty,  for  a  hundred  years,  has  furnished 
debauchees,  spendthrifts,  fools,  murderers,  but  never 
a  financier,  never  a  statesman.  The  land  under 
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them  went  fallow.  It  mattered  little  that  men 
should  sow  or  reap  fine  crops,  for  the  officials 
took  the  crops ;  that  others  should  breed  flocks, 
or  start  thriving  industries,  for  the  Shah,  his  myr- 
midons, or  the  tax-gatherers  marked  them  down. 
Holding  absolute  power,  these  Kajar  despots,  de- 
bauched to  enervation,  bored  to  extinction,  flattered 
out  of  their  senses,  have  squandered,  robbed,  mur- 
dered, while  Persia,  their  unhappy  country,  went  to 
seed,  and  its  people  sank  to  the  rags,  squalor,  and 
apathy  in  which  I  now  see  them. 

This  year  (1909)  they  rebelled.  Men  from  the 
mountains,  the  grizzled  Bakhtiari,  appeared  before 
the  capital.  The  cowardly  troops  of  the  Shah  fled. 
The  city  fell  with  hardly  a  blow.  A  leader  came 
forward,  and  a  revolutionary  government  was 
formed.  The  Shah,  failing  in  a  coup  d'etat,  was 
deposed.  His  life  was  spared,  and  with  six  of  his 
women  he  drove  out  of  his  city,  bound  for  distant 
Odessa.  His  son,  a  child,  they  proclaimed  king, 
with  a  regent  of  the  princely  family  ;  but  I  could 
wish  this  damnable  Kajar  dynasty  swept  neck  and 
crop  out  of  the  land. 

Teheran  is  a  city  set  on  a  plain.  Her  earthen 
ramparts,  that  keep  out  no  foe,  extend  for  eleven 
miles,  and  are  pierced  by  twelve  stately  gates. 
Behind  Teheran,  at  half  a  day's  journey,  lie  the 
mountains,  whence,  by  cunningly  wrought  under- 
ground channels,  water  is  carried  to  the  city,  and 
so  she  lies  embowered  in  trees,  an  oasis  in  the 
surrounding  desert. 

This  city  lies  at  near  4,000  feet,  in  the  latitude 
of  Southern  Spain.    The  autumn  sun  is  yet  balmy, 
and  the  vendors  of  melons  and  pomegranates  are 
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still  in  the  streets,  but  the  nights  are  already  cold, 
and  the  snow  is  lying  far  down  the  mountains. 
Teheran  is  a  poor  city,  in  a  poorer  country  ;  yet 
a  quarter  of  a  million  people  must  live  and  trade ; 
so  we  see,  converging  over  the  desert,  from  the 
oases,  from  villages  of  the  plain,  from  cities  more 
distant,  from  Ispahan,  Yezd,  Meshed  and  Kazvin, 
and  from  the  shores  of  the  Caspian,  a  motley  traffic. 
Here  are  camels  from  the  mountains,  with  firewood  ; 
here  are  horses  from  Enzeli,  packed  with  conical 
loaves  of  Russian  sugar  ;  here  are  asses  from  Kara], 
with  grapes,  their  weary  driver  himself  freighted 
with  forage  ;  these  horsemen,  ragged  and  dusty,  are 
pilgrims,  returning  from  Kerbela  ;  this  creature  is  a 
beggar,  this  other  a  dervish  from  Khorassan  ;  the 
shrouded  objects  in  that  cart  are  women  off  to  a 
wedding,  and  the  sewn-up  thing  lying  across  that 
mule  a  corpse.  Thus  runs  the  world  at  the  gates  of 
Teheran. 

The  bazaars  of  the  city,  arched  vaults  of  brick, 
that  are  but  dimly  lit  from  above,  cover  a  great 
area.  They  form  an  endless  twilight  labyrinth  of 
booths,  of  caravanserais,  of  eating-houses,  where,  in 
a  day,  one  will  see  pass  all  the  peoples  of  the  East ; 
where  heavily  laden  trains  of  camels,  with  soft 
deliberate  tread,  stalk  dimly  through,  scattering  to 
right  and  left  the  unwary ;  where  beggars  importune, 
merchants  beckon,  mullahs  glare,  and  fanatic  Shiahs 
jostle  ;  and  where,  hour  after  hour,  I  wandered  alone, 
unoriented  and  utterly  happy. 

This  I  noted :  at  two  of  the  clock  the  bazaars 
were  at  their  height.  At  four  the  crowd  melted; 
at  five  the  bazaars  were  empty,  the  booths  closed, 
and  the  people  making  for  the  evening  prayer  at 
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the  mosques.  In  the  squares,  crowds  would  linger 
awhile  round  some  frenzied  holy  man  ;  but  with 
the  fall  of  night  the  streets  were  bare,  the  gates 
closed,  and  the  city  fast  settling  to  her  rest. 

Just  where  the  bazaars  pour  out  their  crowds 
toward  evening  stand  the  high  walls  of  the  palace. 
Within  this  considerable  rectangle,  in  fact,  is  found 
not  one  palace  but  many — caprices  of  a  spendthrift 
dynasty — and  all  at  random  are  seen  galleries,  throne- 
rooms,  an  orangery,  a  circus,  tiled  kiosks,  flower- 
gardens,  and  small  lakes.  In  these  revolutionary 
times  people  came  and  went  at  will.  Unchallenged, 
I  penetrated  to  the  innermost  recess,  where  old  trees 
hung  over  running  water,  and  where  kiosks,  flower- 
beds, and  small,  placid  lakes  made  an  altogether 
lovely  scene.  Groups  of  Persians,  without  doubt 
the  leading  men  of  the  realm,  strolled  here,  and 
some  high  officials  in  uniform,  but  to  the  barbarian 
and  his  companion  gave  no  thought.  Suddenly 
there  was  a  cry  of  "  Naib  Sultaneh  ! "  and  the 
Regent  of  Persia,  an  ancient,  bearded  man  of 
dervish-like  aspect,  passed  from  behind  some  trees, 
and  with  a  small  retinue  entered  the  palace.  This 
old  man,  head  of  the  Kajar  tribe,  and  a  prince  of  the 
blood,  is  but  a  cipher  in  the  hands  of  the  revolution  ; 
a  personage  for  the  moment,  his  day  will  soon  pass. 
And  then  there  came  another  cry  of  "Sipahdarl" 
I  turned,  to  see  the  obsequious  Armenian,  hat  in 
hand,  bowing  low,  and  a  man  in  black,  with  strong, 
flashing  face — the  only  strong  face  in  this  land  of 
apathy — moving  towards  the  palace.  As  he  reached 
the  door,  all  those  in  the  garden  seemed  to  be  there. 
They  parted,  some  dozen  men  of  note,  and  as  he 
passed  through  bent  themselves  to  the  very  ground. 
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Such  was  this  man — head  of  the  revolution,  com- 
mander of  the  army,  Prime  Minister,  and  the  real 
ruler  of  Persia.  A  wealthy  landowner  of  Maz- 
anderan,  a  governor  under  the  old  regime,  this 
strong  being  may,  or  may  not,  be  the  instrument 
forged  to  pull  Persia  from  the  mire.  But,  gentle- 
men of  the  inner  circle,  ye  who  adulated  just  now 
in  the  garden,  a  word  with  you  !  This  revolution, 
that  has  thrown  you  on  its  crest,  is  a  very  serious 
thing.  The  fighting  is  over,  it  is  true  ;  but  there 
is  much  thought,  much  spade-work  entailed,  and 
this  dalliance  in  the  royal  pleasaunce,  this  mere 
bringing  of  yourselves  before  the  master's  eye,  will 
not  see  you  through.  Up,  and  away  to  your  desks  1 
Up,  and  administer  Persia  !  You,  my  dear  sir,  on 
whose  bosom  repose  medallions,  are  you  aware  that 
the  drainage  of  Tabriz  cries  aloud  to  Heaven  ?  You 
too,  sirs,  members  of  the  Cabinet  !  The  postal 
service  of  the  southern  cities  is  in  abeyance,  and 
robber  bands  beset  the  highways,  the  people  of 
Ispahan  clamour  for  justice,  and  the  men  of  the 
capital  for  stability.  Persia  is  festering.  Get  to 
work,  I  say,  each  according  to  his  capacity.  Now 
is  the  accepted  time.  You,  and  your  country,  are 
in  the  balance.  England  and  Russia  knock  at  the 
door,  and  the  sand  in  the  glass  runs  low  I 

The  vision  of  Teheran  that  will  linger,  was  that 
seen  from  the  ruins  of  the  ancient  city  of  R6. 
Springs  gush  here  from  the  limestone,  and  for  a 
mile  round  are  old  trees  and  a  rich  vegetation.  In 
this  oasis  stands  the  mosque  of  Shah  Abdul  Azim. 
On  Fridays  visited  by  thousands  from  the  city,  it  was 
here,  a  dozen  years  ago,  that  the  Shah  Nazr-ed-Din 
fell  by  an  assassin's  hand.  Standing  on  the  old 
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ramparts  of  Re,  the  oasis  and  its  mosque  behind 
me,  I  gazed  out  over  the  desert.  Two  leagues  from 
me  Teheran  lay  under  its  foliage.  Above  the  tree- 
tops  the  eye  rested  on  the  minarets  of  Sipeh  Salar, 
and  on  the  castle  of  Qasr-i-Kajar  that  lies  on  a  crest 
beyond  the  city  walls.  But  the  glamour  lay  on 
Sar-i-gabr-i-Agha,  whose  tiled  dome  was  flashing 
among  the  trees  like  a  great  jewel.  Clouds  cross 
the  heaven,  and  the  dome  sinks  to  a  dead  blue; 
anon,  it  deepens,  glows,  the  sun  strikes,  and  then 
bursts  out  the  glorious  colour  of  turquoise,  Persia's 
stone  of  stones,  and  her  dead  craftsmen  become 
sacred  in  my  eyes. 

This  is  my  last  night  in  Teheran.  Waiting  for 
Hatim  Tai's  cry  of  "Supper,"  I  wrap  myself 
warmly,  and  pass  into  the  little  garden  where  I  am 
domiciled.  As  I  pace  slowly  in  the  darkness,  I 
reflect  thus  :  Of  later  Persia,  her  Nadir  was  her 
zenith ;  but  this  cycle,  that  opened  with  paradox 
so  auspicious,  has  rolled  itself  out.  Bankrupt, 
her  people  sunk  in  apathy,  vitiated  by  opium, 
her  priests  fanatic,  her  officials  corrupt,  her  kings 
hopeless  —  can  regeneration  come  ?  Does  this 
revolution,  whose  echoes  still  reverberate,  mean 
something  true  and  deep,  a  stirring  of  the  bones, 
or  is  this  one-time  great  country  and  her  people 
now  passing  to  the  chamber  of  death  ?  I  fear  for 
Persia. 

This  is  no  garden  of  Shiraz  where  I  walk ;  yet 
oleanders  are  blooming,  and  they  tell  me  Shiraz  her- 
self has  gone  the  way  of  all  things  Persian.  How 
the  illusions  go  here  !  Yet  see  !  Rising  as  it  rose 
of  old — when  Saadi  and  Hafiz  sang,  when  roses 
blossomed  by  Bendemeer,  and  Ispahan  reigned 
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Queen  of  the  East — the  lovely  orb  of  night  moves 
up  the  sky.     And  this,  truly,  is  no  illusion. 

"Ah,  moon  of  my  delight  who  know'st  no  wane, 
The  moon  of  heaven  is  rising  once  again  : 

How  oft  hereafter  rising  shall  she  look 
Through  this  same  garden  after  me  in  vain!" 

Over  against  Baku,  on  the  Eastern  shore  of  the 
Caspian,  where  no  Englishman  may  land  without 
permit  from  Russia's  Minister  of  War,  lies  the  desert 
town  of  Krasnovodsk,  starting-point  of  the  Trans- 
Caspian  military  railway.  Some  twelve  hundred 
miles  in  length,  this  line  was  built  to  cement  the 
Central  Asiatic  conquests  of  Russia  and,  as  we 
are  told,  to  menace  the  existence  of  our  own 
Hindustan. 

If  one  travels  by  the  evening  train — for  the 
military  authorities  run  two,  if  not  three  trains 
daily,  seeking  from  this  line,  it  would  seem,  no 
commercial  result — he  will  pass  out  of  Krasno- 
vodsk toward  six  o'clock.  It  will  be  already  dark. 
The  long  train  will  be  nearly  empty  :  in  first  and 
second  class  perhaps  five  passengers,  and  in  the 
third  a  few  natives  of  the  region  huddled  in  their 
first  sleep,  and  the  traveller  will  reflect  on  so 
strange  a  procession  of  empty  trains  disappearing 
into  the  Central  Asian  desert  day  after  day,  year  after 
year.  Then  he  will  spread  his  bed,  lay  beneath 
the  pillow  his  precious  permit,  blow  out  the 
spluttering  candle,  and  seek  oblivion. 

Next  morning  the  train  is  far  out  on  the  Turko- 
man Steppe.  As  flat  and  desert-like  an  expanse 
as  can  anywhere  be  found,  this  is  seen  stretching 
north  with  never  a  billow.  Far  to  the  south  the 
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faint  outlines  of  a  mountain  range  mark  the  border- 
line of  Persia.  There  is  sustenance  in  this  desert. 
Camels  are  browsing  on  the  scrub,  and  now  and 
again  horsemen  ride  into  view ;  their  villages  lie 
south  of  the  line,  toward  the  frontier.  But  what 
a  day  of  days  !  What  exhilaration  in  the  air  ! 
What  a  blending  of  sky  with  horizon !  I  was 
to  learn  from  this  moment  that  the  Central  Asian 
autumn  is  most  perfect  of  all  earthly  climates. 

Presently  the  train  comes  to  Geok  Tepe.  Stand- 
ing in  full  view  are  the  mud  walls,  high  and  wide, 
of  the  famous  fort,  where,  with  assured  water  supply, 
forty-five  thousand  Turkomans  cast  the  die,  where 
upon  a  day  in  1881  their  power  was  broken  for 
ever,  and  the  name  of  Skobeleff  flashed  across  the 
world.  I  wandered  inside  the  great  rectangle  of 
the  fort,  that  might  be  a  mile  long  by  a  third  wide. 
I  saw  the  Turkomans'  well  of  water,  and  by  it  the 
national  memorial  to  the  victor.  He  attacked,  it  is 
there  stated,  with  six  thousand  men,  losing  eleven 
hundred  —  a  great  but  surely  a  foregone  victory. 
Outside  the  fort,  by  the  station,  is  the  Skobeleff 
Museum.  Kuropatkin,  chief  of  staff  that  day,  him- 
self no  mean  soldier,  built  this  when  Governor  of 
Trans-Caspia,  but  the  relics  now  rest  in  Tashkent. 
"A  flighty,  ill-balanced  creature,  this  Skobeleff," 
said  one  who  knew  to  me  ;  "  a  character  in  no 
sense  admirable.  Yet  place  him  on  a  battlefield, 
and  in  a  flash  its  strategy  lay  bare  before  him. 
He  was  unerring — a  genius." 

Again  the  train  rumbled  over  the  steppe.  In  less 
than  two  hours  Askabad  came  in  sight,  the  capital 
of  Trans-Caspia,  an  ugly  desert  town  close  on  the 
Persian  frontier,  with  a  large  garrison  and  many 
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officials.  Yet  Askabad  has  claim  to  recognition. 
It  is  the  chief  centre  of  Babism,  that  religion  evolved 
and  preached  by  the  truly  good  Mirza  Ali-Mahomet 
of  Shiraz,  executed  in  Tabriz  in  1849,  a  man  I  take 
to  have  been  one  of  the  inspired  teachers  of  the 
century.  There  is  food  for  thought  in  contrasting 
his  end — on  the  scaffold,  his  followers  scattered  to 
the  winds — with  that  of  a  charlatan  of  religion,  Mrs. 
Eddy,  dying  in  her  bed  in  Boston,  with  the  elect 
round  her,  with  some  millions  of  dollars  in  the 
bank,  and  in  the  sure  and  certain  hope  that  her 
name  will  become  venerated  and  holy. 

At  sunset  we  were  travelling  under  the  Persian 
mountains.  Mentally,  I  stood  on  their  crest  and 
gazed  down  into  the  fair  land  of  Khorassan,  and 
I  saw  Meshed,  with  the  tomb  of  the  Imam  all  aglow, 
and  the  throng  passing  in  the  Khaiban.  But  the 
night  came  down,  and  the  "  vision  splendid  "  paled, 
and  the  next  I  knew  it  was  eleven  o'clock,  and 
we  were  at  the  oasis  of  Merv.  I  left  the  train  and 
entered  a  dirty  Russian  inn. 

There  was  a  market  in  Merv  next  day.  From 
dawn  horsemen  and  men  on  foot,  but  mostly  horse- 
men, for  these  Turkomans  of  the  oasis  are  well-to- 
do,  poured  in.  At  ten  o'clock  I  came  onto  the 
great  market  square.  There  I  found  some  three 
or  four  thousand  horses,  each  at  its  tether  ;  their 
owners,  tall  bearded  Turkomans  in  high  sheepskin 
hats  and  quilted  gowns,  well-looking  men  of  a  strong 
Mongolian  type,  talked  in  groups,  or  sat  at  tea 
in  the  booths.  It  was  a  great  market.  There  were 
camels  laden  with  raw  cotton  and  asses  laden  with 
melons ;  there  were  young  camels  for  sale,  and 
horses  and  sheep,  and  piles  of  native  crockery,  and 
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grains,  and  sweetmeats,  and  silver-sheathed  knives. 
One  saw  these  people  had  money,  and  realized  the 
cash  value  of  a  first-class  oasis. 

Old  Merv,  very  famous  city  of  antiquity,  was 
located  a  few  miles  from  here ;  the  ruins  are  still 
to  be  seen.  Near  its  site,  at  Bairam-Ali,  the  Czar 
has  laid  out  a  private  estate,  with  a  cotton-cleaning 
mill,  orchards,  and  a  jam  factory ;  his  fruit  crop  is 
enormous. 

At  this  season  no  green  thing  was  showing  in 
Merv.  The  trees  were  leafless,  the  cotton  and  the 
fruit  plucked,  the  roads  lay  deep  in  dust.  But  the 
irrigation  furrows  were  running  full,  and  with 
spring  there  would  come  that  burst  of  verdure  that 
has  made  this  oasis  famous. 

From  Merv  a  branch  line  runs  south  to  Kushk, 
on  the  Afghan  frontier.  It  is  Russia's  great 
mystery  line,  not  to  be  traversed,  even  with  special 
permit.  There  are,  doubtless,  troops  down  in 
this  corner,  and  forts,  and,  it  may  be,  as  I  have 
heard  said,  great  stocks  of  railway  material.  But 
write  these  things  off.  The  Russians  will  not — 
cannot — invade  India  in  our  day.  The  thing  is  a 
myth.  They  know  it.  We  know  it.  Kushk,  with 
its  branch  line,  need  not  worry  us. 

I  left  Merv  and  passed  again  out  into  the  wastes, 
that  evening  crossing,  by  a  bridge  that  is  near  a 
mile  in  length,  a  classic  river.  This  is  the  Oxus, 
or  Amu  Daria,  that  rises  in  the  Pamirs.  Its  waters, 
fertilizing  the  land  in  the  upper  reaches,  flow  down 
to  these  Central  Asian  deserts,  and  discharge  finally, 
five  hundred  miles  to  the  north,  into  the  inland  Sea 
of  Aral.  Towards  midnight  I  alighted  at  the  station 
of  Kagan. 
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I  awoke  to  another  of  these  glorious  days  of 
autumn.  Taking  scant  heed  of  the  ugly  Russian 
settlement  that  clustered  round  the  station  of 
Kagan,  I  was  soon  driving  over  the  plain.  I  was 
in  Bokhara.  These  plains  were  the  Emir's  territory  ; 
Bokhara  the  holy,  the  learned,  the  goal  of  travellers, 
and  the  mart  of  Central  Asia,  lay  but  eight  miles 
away. 

Here  was  a  fertile  land,  watered  with  many 
furrows.  Cotton  in  the  pod,  yet  unreaped,  stood 
in  the  fields  ;  there  were  green  meadows  whereon 
the  fat-tailed  sheep  browsed,  and  many  mulberry- 
trees.  There  was  a  great  volume  of  traffic  on  the 
level  road,  which  ever  increased,  and  at  length  high 
walls  appeared,  and  I  passed  into  the  city  itself.  I 
passed  into  a  city  of  a  hundred  thousand  people, 
congested,  teeming,  fetid,  a  city  of  dried  mud  and 
bricks,  resting  on  a  foundation  of  the  refuse  of 
centuries,  with  little  architectural  merit,  with  no 
vistas  within  or  without,  yet  with  a  human,  living 
interest  that  is  not  to  be  equalled  in  the  whole 
world.  It  is  Bokhara's  colour  that  takes  the  eye. 
This  is  a  wealthy  city,  a  great  centre  of  the  silk 
trade,  and  thousands  of  her  people  go  clad  in 
rainbow  gowns  of  exceeding  fineness  and  beauty. 
The  poorer  wear  gowns  of  like  brilliant  hue,  but 
of  a  cheap  Russian  material ;  their  vividness,  and 
the  leavening  of  these  many  fine  silks,  give  to  the 
Bokharan  streets  a  matchless  colouring. 

Then  there  are  the  men  themselves — for  the 
women  of  Bokhara  you  shall  not  see.  Predomi- 
nant are  the  Sarts — the  Bokhariots — in  white  turban 
and  silken  gown,  city-dwellers  to  the  casual  eye, 
with  pale,  intelligent,  ultra-lascivious,  bearded  faces, 
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effeminate,  yet  fanatic.  These  crowd  the  bazaars, 
many  astride  handsome  horses,  or  spreading  carpets 
on  the  open  spaces  before  the  mosques,  sit  to 
gossip.  When  the  muezzins  call,  they  leave  their 
tea  and  melons,  trooping  to  prayer  ;  but  if  the 
prayers  of  these  Sarts  of  Bokhara  avail  in  the  ears 
of  Allah,  their  faces  do  belie  them. 

The  Sart  is  not  a  Mongolian  type,  as  are  these 
tall,  unpolished  Turkomans  and  robust  Kirghiz 
who  pass  through  the  bazaars.  These  men  of  the 
desert,  with  their  fine  physique  and  open  face,  are 
good  to  look  on.  They  wear  sheepskin  hats  and 
rude  blouses  ;  their  religion,  too,  lacks  the  subtlety 
of  the  medresses  ;  yet  I  declare  their  simple  desert 
invocations  to  be  of  a  sweeter  savour  than  all  the 
prayers  that  rise  from  this  fetid  and  corrupt 
city. 

The  Jews  of  Bokhara,  that  have  lived  within  her 
walls  from  time  immemorial,  are  said  to  number 
eight  thousand.  Often  assailed  in  the  olden  times, 
tortured,  robbed,  killed,  they  have  nevertheless  held 
their  own,  and  are  to-day  a  prosperous  and  toler- 
ated community.  In  business  they  are  held  in 
high  esteem ;  it  is  said  the  word  of  a  Bokharan 
Jew  is  a  bond,  and  indeed  the  words  and  bearing 
of  those  with  whom  I  dealt  impressed  me.  To-day 
he  still  may  not  bind  his  gown  with  a  girdle,  but 
with  string,  and  by  the  Emir's  edict  there  is 
enjoined  a  certain  shaving  of  hair  behind  the  ear  ; 
but  take  things  for  all  in  all,  the  Jew  is  contented 
in  Bokhara,  and  he  is  her  honest  man. 

Afghans  mingle  in  the  throng  of  the  bazaars. 
But  with  them  Bokhara  is  no  abiding  city ;  they 
come  with  the  camel  caravans  from  Herat  and 
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Kabul,  and  will  even  so  depart  again.  The  presence 
here  of  Persians  is  not  so  easily  explained.  What 
do  these  Shiahs  in  this  holy  centre  of  Sunnism  ? 
In  Ihe  past,  beautiful  Persian  women  were  brought 
to  Bokhara  as  slaves,  and  in  the  proud  Sarts  their 
blood  still  flows ;  but  for  the  men  of  Iran,  craven 
and  schismatic,  Bokhara  can  hold  naught  but  a 
superb  contempt. 

Here  are  strange  people !  Hindus  with  their 
caste  marks,  natives  of  India,  who  have  no  word 
of  English,  who,  like  grey  friars  of  the  East,  steal 
about  in  prescribed  cap  and  gown.  There  are  four 
or  five  hundred  of  these  here,  without  their  women, 
living  mirthless  in  caravanserais  set  apart.  They 
are  moneylenders — a  trade  forbidden  to  the  followers 
of  Mahomet — and  have  come,  without  exception, 
from  the  city  or  district  of  Shikarpur  in  Sind. 
Their  fathers,  and  to  the  same  number,  were  in 
Bokhara  thirty-five  years  ago.  Schuyler  describes 
them.  In  his  day,  too,  they  knew  no  English, 
but  then,  as  now,  " Shikarpur,  Shikarpur"  was 
on  their  tongues.  They  trade  with  small  capitals, 
turning  their  money  often,  and  earn,  it  is  thought, 
25  per  cent.,  but  they  are  secretive  and  hard  to 
fathom.  You  will  find  these  men  again,  in  their 
sombre  dress,  in  the  bazaars  of  Tashkent,  and 
always  from  "Shikarpur,"  where  this  specialized 
profession  must  be  now  firmly  set. 

Here  is  a  large  caravanserai  of  a  better  condition. 
In  it  dwell  some  eighty  Peshawaris — British  Indians, 
Mahometans,  men  of  some  status,  among  whom  are 
English  scholars.  They  are,  to  a  man,  agents  in  tea, 
covering  not  only  this  city,  but  the  trade  of  Central 
Asia.  It  is  Chinese  tea  they  deal  in — green  tea 
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from  Shanghai,  a  universal  beverage  here ;  but 
that  the  men  of  Peshawar  should  sell  Chinese  tea 
in  Bokhara,  and  none  but  they,  is  one  of  the 
strangest  bits  of  specialization  in  commerce. 

Outside  the  city  walls,  at  meat  in  an  upper 
chamber,  sat  three  Englishmen.  This  was  surely 
strangest  of  all.  A  stray  Russian  or  two  there 
might  happen,  but  that  the  population  of  Bokhara 
should  number  three  English  wool-buyers — let  this 
quaint  fact  be  given  to  the  world  !  They  fell  on  my 
English  neck — the  third  in  two  years — and,  placing 
before  me  kosher  meat,  bread,  and  dried  apricots  of 
the  oasis,  we  talked  until  the  sun  set. 

Bokhara  is  a  protectorate  under  Russia.  To  her 
Emir  is  given  a  measure  of  self-government  and  the 
power  of  life  and  death  over  his  own  people,  whom 
he  rules  through  his  kushbegi,  or  viceroy.  He  him- 
self, son  of  that  traitorous  Emir  who  led  the  Russians 
into  his  own  city,  is  not  loved  of  the  Bokhariots. 
He  knows  this ;  they  say  he  has  not  yet  entered  his 
capital. 

Bokhara,  the  holy  city,  is  no  beauty  spot.  Behind 
those  crenellated  walls  stretch  no  vistas ;  the 
mosques  are  not  fine,  their  mosaics  are  sadly 
damaged  ;  there  is  no  architecture  of  note.  One 
high  brick  tower  alone  stands  out,  from  whose 
battlements,  within  a  century,  two  Englishmen 
were  hurled.  There  are  many  medresses,  where 
elderly,  bearded  students  from  the  confines  of  mid- 
Asia  come  to  hear  exposition  of  the  Scriptures,  for 
the  learning,  no  less  than  the  holiness,  of  Bokhara 
is  far-famed.  But  the  first  and  last  of  Bokhara  is 
her  human  interest.  It  is  the  vivid  crowd  in  their 
silks,  thronging  bazaars  and  mosques  and  tea-shops, 
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that  makes  this  city  of  the  plains  unique  in  all  the 
world. 

I  gave  a  supper-party  at  Bokhara — a  champagne 
supper.  The  little  hotel  at  Kagan  was  hard  pressed  to 
provide  a  menu,  but  the  owner,  a  lady  of  the  Baltic 
Provinces,  rose  to  a  great  occasion.  There  were 
present  the  three  English — the  only  domiciled 
English  in  Turkestan — two  Belgians,  of  official 
standing  in  St.  Petersburg,  and  a  worthy  Jew  from 
the  South  of  Russia.  We  were  seven. 

The  wine  having  circled,  I  stood  and  raised  my 
glass.  I  said  :  "  Gentlemen,  there  is  only  one  toast 
to-night.  It  is  to  Russia,  and  her  great  work  in 
Turkestan.  We  wish  her  right  well.  Whether  she 
has  got  here  all  she  hoped  for,  it  is  not  for  me  to 
say.  Her  deficits  in  this  country  are  still  enormous, 
and  it  will  take  much  irrigation,  much  cotton- 
growing,  and  many  lamb-skins  to  bring  about  a 
financial  balance.  She  is  fortunate  in  the  natives, 
who  are  contented,  and  will  give  her  no  trouble. 
She  need  not  have,  she  will  not  have,  so  far  as  I  can 
see,  political  trouble  with  any  one  ;  certainly  not 
with  us.  She  will  be  able  to  develop  in  peace. 
Having  put  her  hand  to  the  plough,  she  will  now 
carry  through  her  big  work,  a  work,  in  my  humble 
opinion,  that  is  for  the  ultimate  benefit  of  humanity." 
(Applause,  during  which  the  lady  of  the  Baltic 
Provinces  approaches  with  wild  ducks,  in  her  face 
the  look  of  incipient  victory.) 

One  of  those  long,  empty  trains  that  lumber  for 
ever  out  of  Krasnovodsk  to  traverse  the  Turkoman 
desert,  leaves  Kagan  toward  midnight,  and  in  the 
freshness  of  an  early  morning  I  alighted  at  the 
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station  of  Samarkand.  The  city  lay  some  miles 
away.  I  followed  a  rising  road  :  there  was  heavy 
traffic  of  native  carriages,  of  horsemen,  of  laden 
camels,  and  a  Russian  regiment  of  cavalry  recruits 
galloped  by.  I  came  to  the  Russian  town,  and 
passed  under  avenues  of  tremendous  trees.  Planted 
when  the  city  fell,  more  than  forty  years  ago,  those 
avenues  will  create  for  Samarkand  a  fresh  renown. 

At  the  crest  of  the  rise,  on  breezy  uplands,  all  in 
view  of  snowy  ranges,  lay  the  ancient,  the  imperial 
city.  Delhi !  I  cried,  as  the  vista  opened  ;  Delhi, 
of  the  open  Maidan  and  the  imperial  traditions. 
Yet  a  colder  Delhi,  open  and  wind-swept,  for  this 
is  high  above  the  fetid  and  cloistered  Bokhara ; 
the  very  Sarts  look  manly,  and  the  Khirgiz  of  the 
steppe,  seen  here  in  numbers,  are  in  radiant 
health. 

But  look  around  !  See  these  fanes  of  beauty, 
these  deep  colours  flashing  in  the  sun  !  Under  this 
dome  of  blue  is  the  tomb  of  Tamerlane.  He  lies 
in  the  crypt,  beneath  that  block  of  black  jasper. 
One  of  humanity's  greatest,  he  died  in  his  city  of 
Samarkand  in  1405,  Master  of  Asia.  Ninth  in 
succession  from  Genghis  Khan,  and  great-grand- 
father of  Baber,  who  conquered  India,  Tamerlane 
linked  Mongol  with  Mogul ;  he  gave  distinction 
to  the  greatest  line  of  warrior-statesmen  the  world 
has  known. 

The  city  in  his  day,  one  great  mosaic,  was  fit 
setting  for  this  imperial  figure.  His  own  works  to 
that  end  are  still  seen.  It  is  true  the  glorious  tomb 
of  him  was  not  yet  built ;  but  his  embellishments 
of  the  Shah-i-Zindeh,  whose  scrolls  and  arabesques 
are  even  yet  in  pristine  perfection,  are  extant,  as  are 
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the  ruins  of  Bibi  Khanim,  that  immense  mausoleum 
to  his  beloved  Queen. 

Stand  with  me  in  the  Registan  of  Samarkand — 
ne  plus  ultra  of  world  travel — a  small  square  of 
seventy  yards,  open  as  to  one  side  to  the  bazaars, 
bounded  as  to  three  by  mosques,  high  and  square 
and  old,  whose  fronts,  covered  in  mosaic  patterning 
of  blue,  yellow,  green,  and  white,  flash  the  autumn 
sun  from  a  thousand  facets. 

These  mosques  of  the  Registan,  with  their 
medresses,  are  not  from  Timur's  day.  Replacing 
earlier  buildings,  they  date  back  but  two  hundred 
years  ;  yet  their  colouring,  that  is  now  a  lost  art,  is 
fast  crumbling,  and  one  must  pass  into  their  open 
courts,  that  lie  behind,  to  view  them  in  finest 
preservation.  I  stood  on  a  Friday  in  the  great 
court  of  the  mosque  of  Tila  Khan ;  the  mullahs 
cried  on  Allah,  and  the  men  of  Samarkand  knelt 
at  His  holy  name.  The  sky  was  blue,  the  face  of 
the  mosque  and  the  walls  of  the  courtyard  sparkled 
in  their  rich  hues,  the  silken  gowns  and  praying 
carpets  of  the  worshippers  hid  all  the  earth.  There 
was  nothing  at  all  but  colour,  yet  ungarish,  a  perfect 
whole,  and  I  knew  that  I  looked  on  the  world's  best. 

The  tiles  of  Samarkand  are  from  the  Persians — 
those  rare  and  facile  artificers.  The  scroll  and  the 
colour  scheme  is  Persian  or  Arabian  always — one 
sees  here  no  Chinese  influence ;  blues,  light  and 
dark,  yellow,  green,  and  white,  are  used,  red  is  rarely 
seen,  and  black  not  later  than  the  time  of  Timur. 
But  these  are  colours  indeed  !  Their  deep,  rich 
glaze,  compared  with  the  modern,  tells  of  a  great 
art  that  is  dead.  No  less  than  Titian,  master  colourist, 
these  old  Persians  took  a  secret  with  them  to  the 
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grave.  But  for  how  long  are  these  beautiful  things  ? 
These  tiles,  of  so  royal  a  facing,  are  but  a  small, 
poorish  brick ;  they  do  not  endure,  and  Samarkand's 
glories  are  crumbling  to  the  dust. 

Pondering  these  things,  I  came  out  on  a  sandy 
waste,  the  ancient  burying-place  of  the  dead.  The 
sun  was  setting,  and  I  turned  to  gaze  over  the  city 
— this  city  of  a  dream.  Near  by  were  the  tombs 
of  the  Shah-i-Zindeh  ;  yonder,  above  the  trees,  rose 
the  blue  dome  of  the  Emperor's  mausoleum  ;  below 
me  lay  the  supposititious  and  ever-lengthening  tomb 
of  Daniel ;  in  the  city  itself  stood  out  the  ruins  of 
Bibi  Khanim  and  the  three  mosques  of  the  Registan. 
And  all  around  me  lay  the  dead  of  Samarkand,  a 
great  company.  On  these  breezy  uplands,  in  view 
of  the  far-off  hills,  tens  of  thousands  are  lying  with 
their  prince. 

A  dream  city  truly  !  For  these  things  are  fast 
melting  away.  Even  in  the  last  years  the  mosaic 
minaret  has  fallen  from  Timur's  tomb,  and  the  inlaid 
cupola  from  the  mosque  of  Ishrat  Khan.  These 
fell  to  a  slight  shock ;  the  next,  as  like  as  not,  may 
level  Samarkand  with  the  dust. 

God  knows  what  were  its  one-time  splendours ! 
What  the  old  travellers  saw  !  It  is  even  now  a 
treasure  place  of  the  world,  and  I  see  it  crumbling 
before  my  eyes.  Its  glories, 

"The  cloud-capped  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  solemn  temples," 

are  melting  into  thin  air.  The  day  is  not  distant 
when  they  will  be  gone. 


CHAPTER    VIII 
WANDERINGS    IN    SOUTH    AMERICA 

A  MONGST  the  ugly  happenings  in  our  Empire's 
JTx  history  was  the  loss  of  the  Argentine.  We 
draw  a  veil  at  times,  and  you  will  hardly  find  these 
things  in  our  school  books  ;  but  about  one  hun- 
dred years  ago  a  British  general  and  his  troops 
were  driven  from  Buenos  Ayres,  a  British  town,  by 
three  thousand  Argentines,  and  the  Home  Govern- 
ment, beset  as  it  then  was  with  trouble,  ordered 
our  withdrawal  from  the  country. 

Thus  we  lost  the  Argentine,  and  who  knows  what 
else  on  this  continent.  Firmly  seated  there  during 
the  nineteenth  century,  Britain  had  to-day  been 
arbiter  in  South  America.  As  for  the  Argentine, 
adjacent  territories  had  fallen  into  her  as  comets 
fall  into  the  sun  ;  within  her  borders  had  now  lain 
Uruguay,  Paraguay,  Bolivia,  and  Southern  Brazil. 

And  what  a  country  to  lose  1  One  travels  in  the 
train  for  days  over  plains  more  fertile  than  Kansas 
or  Nebraska.  As  I  have  watched  these  roll  past, 
with  their  wealth  of  maize  and  wheat,  their  endless 
herds  of  horses,  cattle,  and  sheep,  I  have  shouted 
out  in  anger  against  the  fates  which  drove  us  from 

this  fair  land. 
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There  is,  to  be  sure,  the  law  of  compensation. 
Had  we  owned  this  country,  diverting  thither  our 
people,  our  capital,  for  a  hundred  years,  other 
parts  of  the  Empire  had  suffered ;  Australia  and 
New  Zealand  would  not  be  where  they  are  to-day. 
As  it  is,  we  have  a  big  stake  in  Argentina,  our  in- 
vestments there  figuring  at  ^250,000,000.  To  this 
extent  the  past  has  been  retrieved. 

The  English  have  not  gone  to  the  Argentine  in 
numbers,  but  about  seventy  years  ago  some 
thousands  of  Irish  settled  there.  They  took  up 
land,  and  throve,  and  are  now,  in  the  third  genera- 
tion, very  well  off.  Retaining  a  strong  accent,  and 
the  shrewd,  rather  wizened  physiognomy  of  their 
race,  they  have  drifted  in  sentiment  far  from  us. 
To  all  intents  they  are  now  Argentines,  and  should 
a  Senor  Murphy  wed  a  Senorita  O'Flannigan,  it  is 
no  British  Consul  who  ties  the  civil  knot. 

This  same  Buenos  Ayres  is  become  the  South 
American  centre  of  gravity.  It  is  a  wealthy  city  of 
1,200,000  people,  largely  Italian,  growing  fast,  and 
to  me  least  interesting  of  the  world's  great  towns. 
Its  people  are  crude,  but  strenuous ;  on  their  faces 
is  deeply  written  the  lust  of  greed. 

I  dislike  Buenos  Ayres,  but  am  not  blind  to  its 
future.  It  will  grow  this  century,  as  Winnipeg  and 
Hankow  will  grow.  Because  of  a  shallow  water 
frontage  it  may  never  rank  with  the  greatest  ports, 
but  in  population  is  destined  to  be  a  world 
centre. 

You  may  sail  from  Buenos  Ayres  one  thousand 
miles  up  the  river  Parana,  and  come  to  Paraguay. 
This  is  a  quaint,  undeveloped  State,  that  reached 
three  hundred  years  ago,  under  the  Jesuits,  more 
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civilization  than  it  can  now  claim.  But  the  Argen- 
tine railways  are  reaching  out,  and  in  time  Paraguay 
will  be  brought  in  touch  with  the  outer  world. 

About  twenty  years  ago  a  number  of  people  left 
Queensland  for  Paraguay,  to  start  a  socialist  colony. 
This  was  a  failure.  Practical  socialism,  for  some  of 
these  Australians,  proved  too  altruistic  ;  but  it  is 
fair  to  say  the  chief  reasons  for  failure  were  the 
false  estimates  of  the  leader  on  whose  advice  they 
had  come,  a  lack  of  capital,  and  the  great  distance 
of  their  colony  from  the  markets.  A  second  colony 
was  started,  leavened  by  idealists  from  England, 
and  promises  moderate  success ;  in  1905,  when  I 
was  in  Paraguay,  it  was  getting  on  its  legs. 

To-day  Paraguay  exports  cattle,  timber,  yerba  tea, 
and  oranges.  Between  it  and  Brazil,  on  the  Iguazu 
River,  are  falls,  only  exceeded  in  grandeur  by  those 
on  the  Zambesi  and  at  Niagara,  and  as  yet  visited 
by  few  Europeans. 

The  Paraguayans  have  a  deep  Indian  strain,  and 
stand  low  in  the  South  American  scale.  Revolu- 
tions and  fighting  in  the  streets  of  Asuncion,  the 
little  capital,  still  occupy  much  of  their  time.  Their 
finance  is  rotten  as  their  politics.  When  I  was  in 
Paraguay  the  paper  dollar  stood  at  fourpence — 
having  gradually  fallen  from  a  gold  basis.  A  recent 
revolution  had  given  the  currency  its  death-blow. 
On  the  eve  of  the  outbreak,  with  a  keen  prescience 
of  his  coming  political  extinction,  the  Finance 
Minister  had  possessed  himself  of  the  Government 
printing  machine,  and  was  known  to  have  worked 
far  into  the  night  printing  currency  "  on  his  own." 
Next  day,  in  the  excitement  of  revolution,  he  dis- 
appeared. 
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Paraguay  has  had  three  dictators  of  imperishable 
fame. 

The  first  was  Dr.  Francia — to  me,  greatest  of  all 
South  American  dictators.  When  Paraguay  threw 
off  Spain,  in  1815 — for  Francia  came  to  power  the 
year  Napoleon  fell — he  became  her  first  President. 
He  was  said  to  be  the  son  of  an  Indian  woman  by 
a  French  father,  hence  "  Francia,"  but  deep  mystery 
surrounded  his  birth  and  early  life.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  the  University  of  Cordoba,  in  Argentina,  was 
a  Doctor  of  Law,  and  in  1815  was  fifty-five  years  of 
age.  For  twenty-five  years  he  was  absolute  ruler  of 
Paraguay,  so  much  so,  that,  when  he  died,  an  old,  old 
man,  he  left  no  rival.  Those  who  failed  to  honour 
him,  who  in  any  degree  asserted  themselves,  were 
got  rid  of.  Executions  were  wholesale.  Standing 
in  front  of  his  house  of  a  morning,  smoking  a  cigar, 
he  looked  out  over  the  plaza  and  gave  the  signal 
for  the  volleys.  In  private  life  he  was  modest  and 
retiring,  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  was  a  kind  friend,  and 
scrupulously  honest  with  the  State's  finances  ;  but 
where  power  or  ambition  entered,  he  was  a  fiend, 
showing  no  mercy.  Afraid,  in  his  later  years,  of 
assassination,  when  he  passed  through  the  streets  of 
Asuncion  all  were  bidden  to  stand  facing  the  wall ; 
those  who  disobeyed  were  shot  down  by  his  body- 
guard. Coming  suddenly  upon  this  little  figure, 
dressed  in  black,  women  and  children  were  often 
heard  to  scream.  He  ruled  as  never  man  ruled. 

He  died  quietly  on  Christmas  Day,  1840,  eighty 
years  old.  Some  years  ago,  in  Asuncion,  lived  a  very 
old  woman,  a  lace  seller,  who  remembered  the  day  of 
Dr.  Francia's  funeral.  He  was  buried  in  the  cathedral 
with  great  pomp.  Next  day,  the  flagstones  covering 
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the  tomb  were  found  strewn  about  and  the  body 
had  disappeared.  The  common  people  believed — 
believe  to  this  day — that  he  was  taken  by  the  devil ; 
but  the  alligators  in  the  river  close  by,  to  whom  his 
corpse  was  undoubtedly  thrown,  could  have  told  a 
different  tale.  It  was  many  years  before  the  fear  of 
his  almost  supernatural  power  died  away. 

He  was  followed  by  another  great  dictator — 
Lopez.  Lopez  came  to  power  as  a  middle-aged 
man — a  schoolmaster,  if  I  recollect.  With  scholarly 
leanings,  and  of  a  private  life  the  most  respectable, 
he,  too,  was  absolutely  upright  with  the  public 
money.  I  picture  him  as  short  and  stout,  gazing  at 
one  benignantly  over  spectacles,  not  unlike  Phiz's 
prints  of  Pickwick.  Coming  to  autocracy  late  in 
life,  he  nevertheless  developed  lust  of  power  and 
ambition  to  a  remarkable  degree. 

For  many  years  he  ruled  with  a  rod  iron  as 
Francia's.  Those  who  thwarted  him,  who  con- 
spired, who  asserted  their  wills  in  any  degree,  went 
inexorably  to  their  death.  Hundreds,  probably 
thousands,  were  thus  put  away  by  Lopez.  He  died 
in  his  bed,  absolute  master  of  Paraguay. 

To  him  succeeded  his  son,  the  younger  Lopez. 
This  was  a  man  of  different  calibre.  Not  lacking  in 
ability,  he  was  weak,  vain,  and  a  deep  drinker — 
antithesis  of  those  two  fathomless  men  who  ruled 
before  him.  As  envoy  to  France  during  his  father's 
dictatorship,  he  met  there  a  woman  who  was  to 
exercise  an  extraordinary  influence  on  South 
America.  This  was  Madame  Lynch,  widow  of  a 
French  officer,  by  birth  an  Irish  girl.  She  went 
with  Lopez  to  Paraguay  as  his  mistress.  There  her 
character  developed ;  Lopez,  who  after  some  years 
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became  dictator  in  his  father's  shoes,  was  as  wax  in 
her  hands.  Exercising  great  power,  and  with  a 
hellish  cruelty,  she  wreaked  vengeance  on  those  who 
had  slighted  her.  Hundreds  were  done  to  death  by 
her  orders.  Her  ambition  for  Lopez  was  military 
glory  ;  playing  on  his  vanity,  she  involved  him  in 
war  successively,  then  simultaneously,  with  Uruguay, 
Argentina,  and  Brazil.  From  1867-70  this  Irish- 
woman plunged  a  large  part  of  the  continent  into 
bloodshed.  The  men  of  Paraguay  fought  like 
demons,  Lopez  himself  displaying  valour  and  skill 
in  many  battles.  When  the  war  finally  ended, 
through  exhaustion,  young  boys  were  still  living, 
and  a  few  men  over  seventy,  but  the  manhood  of 
Paraguay  had  practically  ceased  to  exist.  The 
dictator  lay  dead  on  the  field. 

Having  written  her  name  large  on  the  page  of 
history,  Madame  Lynch  retired  to  Buenos  Ayres,  and 
died  there  not  many  years  ago. 

In  the  summer  months,  after  the  melting  of  the 
snow,  one  can  cross  the  Andes  from  Argentina  into 
Chile.  The  summit  of  the  pass  is  at  12,000  feet,  and 
on  the  boundary  line,  erected  by  Chile,  stands  a 
colossal  figure  of  Christ.  Some  years  ago,  when 
this  figure  was  unveiled,  the  ceremony  was  made  the 
occasion  for  a  demonstration,  and  many  political 
and  religious  personages  from  Santiago  attended. 
Afterwards  champagne  was  served,  and  having 
drunk  heartily,  the  company  proceeded  to  break  the 
empty  bottles  against  the  statue  for  luck. 

There  are  quite  a  number  of  statues  of  Christ  in 
Chile.  Their  erection  has  been  coincident  with 
a  marked  deterioration  in  the  national  character. 
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From  hearsay  I  had  expected  to  find  the  Chilenos 
rather  above  the  other  peoples  of  South  America. 
I  came  away  disillusioned.  They  have  the  best 
navy  and  army,  no  doubt,  but  in  the  things 
which  really  count — honesty  and  character — they 
are  lacking. 

Much  of  this  deterioration,  I  believe,  is  due  to 
that  accursed  heritage,  the  nitrate  fields.  In  the 
old  days  Chile  was  poor  but  self-reliant,  working 
hard  to  make  ends  meet.  Then  came  the  successful 
war  with  Peru  and  the  annexation  of  Tarapaca. 
With  Tarapaca  came  the  nitrates,  and  from  these, 
as  export  tax,  the  Chilian  treasury  was  soon  receiving 
some  one  and  a  half  millions  sterling  annually. 

This  large  unearned  increment  debauched  the 
little  community.  With  such  a  revenue  to  cut  up, 
politics  became  a  thriving  business  at  Santiago  ; 
senators,  deputies,  and  their  friends  and  partisans 
went  into  politics  for  what  they  could  make,  and 
hundreds  of  parasites  grew  to  batten  on  the  revenue. 
Public  money  was  squandered,  the  State  robbed,  and 
an  era  of  corruption  set  in.  It  is  true  that  Chile  has 
never  defaulted,  nor  do  I  think  she  will,  but  her 
internal  currency  is  rotten.  The  gold  dollar  note, 
when  I  was  in  Chile,  was  worth  ninepence. 

The  climate  of  Central  Chile  is  very  delightful. 
As  against  a  small  rainfall,  there  are  streams  fed 
by  never-failing  Andean  snows,  and  under  judicious 
irrigation  the  coastal  valleys  yield  bounteously. 
Chilian  wines  are  good,  flowers  there  are  glorious, 
with  care  the  fruit  might  be  unexcelled  ;  at  roadside 
stations,  in  the  season,  peasant  women  display  piles 
of  figs,  peaches,  nectarines,  and  pears  most  fair  to 
look  on,  but,  through  careless  cultivation,  lacking 
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in  flavour.  The  watermelon  crop  is  gigantic.  But 
the  palm  must  be  given  to  the  Chilian  grape  ; 
those  of  Huasco  and  Coquimbo  are  such  as 
Californian  vineyards  cannot  rival. 

At  the  hot  baths  of  Cauquenes,  where  sciatica 
took  me,  the  vegetation,  the  surroundings  were  those 
of  old  Cape  Colony.  I  might  have  been  living 
outside  Paarl  or  Stellenbosch.  Beyond  the  moun- 
tains, on  the  plains  of  Argentina,  all  was  life  and 
energy  ;  but  here,  in  this  quiet  valley,  was  only 
repose.  After  the  midday  meal  the  world  slept.  I, 
who  did  not  sleep,  strolled  lazily  under  the  oak 
avenues  or  sat  in  the  old  garden  dreaming.  For 
days,  as  I  dreamed,  a  verse  eluded  me.  Long  after, 
when  he  who  wrote  it  had  passed  to  the  grave, 
it  came  to  me : — 

"  Here,  where  the  world  is  quiet : 
Here,  where  all  trouble  seems 

Dead,  winds  and  spent  waves  riot 
In  doubtful  dream  of  dreams  ; 

I  watch  the  green  fields  growing 

For  reaping  folk  and  sowing, 

For  harvest  time  and  mowing, 
A  sleepy  world  of  streams." 

Such  was  Cauquenes,  of  Central  Chile. 

There  are  majestic  views  of  the  Andes  from  many 
spots  in  Chile,  and  Aconcagua — highest  point  in  the 
New  World — can  be  seen  on  a  clear  day  from  the 
bay  of  Valparaiso.  The  traveller  southwards  will 
find  beauty  of  another  kind — the  park  of  the  late 
Madame  Cousino,  at  Lota.  Here,  on  a  bold  head- 
land, is  a  landscape  in  which  flowers  and  foliage 
mingle  in  gorgeous  profusion  ;  half  nature,  half  art, 
it  is  a  thing  of  real  excellence.  Beneath  this  spot, 
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and  stretching  out  under  the  ocean,  lies  the  coal 
seam  from  which  the  Cousino  family  won  the 
largest  fortune  of  Chile. 

As  one  sails  still  southwards  the  climate  becomes 
wet  and  ever  colder.  The  coast  is  rugged  and  broken, 
and  mists  often  hide  the  land.  Wrapped  heavily 
up,  I  stood  shivering,  and  watched  the  steamer  enter 
the  Straits  of  Magellan.  Here,  though  bitterly  cold, 
it  was  more  sheltered.  The  mists  lifted  ;  that  night 
we  passed  between  snow-clad  mountain  ranges, 
their  purity  of  outline  heightened  in  the  brilliant 
moonlight. 

At  daybreak  the  coasts  were  again  low  lying. 
We  dropped  anchor  off  Punta  Arenas,  capital  of 
Chilian  Patagonia  and  most  southerly  town  in  the 
world  ;  across  the  straits  lay  Tierra  del  Fuego. 

It  was  a  frosty  autumn  morning,  but  as  yet  no 
snow  had  fallen.  Landing  at  the  wharf  of  Punta 
Arenas,  I  started  rapidly  for  the  interior  of  Pata- 
gonia. This  was  new  ground  to  me,  and  as  ever 
on  these  occasions  I  was  mentally  exalted ;  I  fancied 
myself  on  the  eve  of  great  things — another  Valdivia, 
another  Almagro. 

When  I  had  walked  about  two  miles,  heading 
due  N.E.  by  N.,  a  hoarse  droning  sound  came  up 
from  the  straits ;  the  steamer's  siren  was  calling 
passengers  on  board.  My  day-dream  was  over ; 
turning  my  back  on  the  interior,  I  walked  rapidly 
back  to  the  wharf. 

Punta  Arenas  began  as  a  gold-mining  centre.  It 
was  started,  strange  to  say,  by  Austrians,  who  came 
to  work  the  alluvial  gravels  of  Tierra  del  Fuego. 
The  richest  of  the  gravel  is  now  exhausted,  but  the 
winter  storms  still  concentrate  this  material  on  the 
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beaches,  enabling  some  hundreds  of  men,  during 
the  summer,  to  earn  a  precarious  living.  Gold- 
dredging  on  a  large  scale  has  been  tried  on  Tierra 
del  Fuego,  but  has  failed. 

Several  thousand  Austrians  now  make  Punta 
Arenas  their  headquarters.  A  number  of  these  are 
still  gold-washers,  but  more  regular  work  is  found 
in  wool-shearing,  or  on  the  big  sheep  farms  of  the 
Tierra  or  the  mainland.  Sheep-farming  has  really 
made  Punta  Arenas  ;  it  is  now  the  centre  of  a  great 
grazing  area,  and  already  equipped  with  two  freezing 
works. 

Tierra  del  Fuego,  a  No-man's  Land  till  gold- 
washing  and  sheep-farming  drew  there  a  small 
population,  belongs  in  part  to  Argentina,  in  part  to 
Chile.  A  great  man  has  already  written  his  mark  on 
its  history.  Between  twenty  and  thirty  years  ago, 
in  the  days  of  the  richest  gold  finds,  Julius  Popper 
became  despot  of  Tierra  del  Fuego.  This  man  was 
a  Roumanian  by  birth  ;  entering  the  Russian  army 
as  a  private  soldier,  he  in  time  rose  to  be  captain. 
He  is  next  heard  of  at  Buenos  Ayres,  securing  from 
the  Government  Fuegian  mining  rights  ;  setting  up 
his  headquarters  at  Sebastian  Bay,  he  brought  out 
the  first  Austrians  to  work  his  concessions. 

He  found  gold  in  plenty,  and  squandered  it 
regally.  It  is  said  he  acted  as  unofficial  governor 
for  the  Argentine,  but  was  too  formidable  for  his 
power  to  be  questioned.  He  did  as  he  liked,  among 
other  things  making  an  issue  of  gold  coins.  The 
Fuegian  Indians  he  regarded  as  animals ;  when 
angered,  he  would  go  out  and  shoot  them  down  as 
one  would  shoot  birds.  Once,  finding  six  Indians 
working  gold  gravel  for  another  white  man,  he  shot 
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them  all  with  his  own  hand.  Fearing  attack  from 
the  Indians,  or  discovery  of  his  workings,  he  built 
a  tower,  where,  telescope  in  hand,  he  sat  for  hours 
each  day  scanning  the  horizon. 

Hearing  of  mineral  richness,  prospecting  bands 
came  over,  ever  and  anon,  from  the  Chilian  side  or 
from  the  mainland.  These  he  always  disarmed  or 
sent  back ;  I  have  heard  it  said  that  some  he 
shot  down. 

At  last  there  came  a  band,  among  whom  was  a 
determined  Frenchman.  These  men  Popper  dis- 
armed as  usual,  and  despatched,  over  barren  and 
hostile  country,  into  Chilian  territory.  By  a  miracle 
they  escaped  with  their  lives.  But  the  Frenchman 
vowed  Popper's  death.  Following  him,  shortly 
after  this,  to  Buenos  Ayres,  he  is  known  to  have 
tracked  him  to  his  hotel.  There  is  no  proof  of 
these  things — one  can  but  piece  together.  Next 
morning  Popper  came  downstairs  and  drank  his 
coffee  ;  an  hour  later  he  lay  dead.  Leader  of  men, 
strong,  unscrupulous,  the  despot  of  Tierra  del 
Fuego  had  gone  to  his  reckoning. 

Northern  Chile  is  a  land  where  it  never  rains, 
possibly  not  an  inch  in  a  century,  and  is  therefore  a 
desert.  But  note,  again,  the  law  of  compensation. 
There  is  no  rain,  no  green  thing  ;  but  because  there 
is  no  rain,  deposits  and  chemical  salts  in  the  earth, 
such  as  guano,  nitrates,  borax,  and  copper  car- 
bonates, are  not  dissolved  nor  washed  away,  and  this 
desert  region  has  therefore  yielded  great  wealth. 

Beyond  this  desert,  in  the  interior,  lies  the  exten- 
sive though  little  known  country  of  Bolivia,  called 
after  Simon  Bolivar,  the  great  Liberator — the  George 
Washington  of  South  America— who  freed  much  of 


the  continent  from  the  misrule  of  Spain.  The  mis- 
rule, be  it  noted,  is  still  there,  though  Spain  has 
vanished.  But  it  is  more  seemly  to  see  a  country 
misruled  by  its  own  people  than  by  strangers,  and 
to  this  extent  Bolivar's  heroic  acts  have  borne  fruit. 

The  Liberator  accepted  the  position  of  Bolivia's 
first  President;  after  a  short  rule,  bigger  affairs 
required  his  departure  for  Peru,  and  he  did  not 
return. 

Bolivia's  most  picturesque  ruler  was  Melgarejo, 
who  rose  from  peasant  boy  to  be  successful  general, 
and  finally  dictator.  During  his  time,  about  the 
year  1864,  the  British  Minister  to  Bolivia  was 
found  to  have  taken  part  in  some  internal  political 
question,  aimed  possibly  at  Melgarejo's  power. 
The  story  runs  that  the  President  ordered  him  to  be 
strapped  to  a  mule,  facing  its  tail,  and  lashed  out  of 
the  capital  ;  but  an  old  American  living  in  Oruro, 
who  in  those  days  was  Melgarejo's  coachman,  gave 
this  tale  the  lie.  The  Minister  was  handed  his 
papers,  he  was  asked  to  leave  the  country,  and  he 
went.  This  insult,  report  says,  so  enraged  Queen 
Victoria,  that  she  blotted  Bolivia  from  the  map ; 
and  it  was  only  in  1910,  after  an  interval  of  forty- 
five  years,  that  we  were  again  represented  at  La  Paz 
by  a  Minister. 

Malgarejo,  having  made  the  country  too  hot  to 
hold  him,  fled  to  Peru  with  a  handsome  woman 
and  considerable  booty.  He  was  afterwards  assas- 
sinated in  Lima. 

The  far  interior  and  trans-Andean  Bolivia  is  low- 
lying  and  unhealthy.  Its  forests  yield  rubber  in  in- 
creasing quantity,  which  mostly  finds  outlet  down 
the  Amazon.  The  valuable  Acre  territory,  rich  in 
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rubber,  was  sold  some  years  ago  by  Bolivia  to 
Brazil  for  two  millions  sterling.  About  the  same 
time  a  territorial  deal  with  Chile  brought  in  a  further 
half-million. 

With  two-and-a-half  millions  liquid  in  its 
treasury,  Bolivia  made  a  resolution.  It  was 
determined  that  all  this  money  be  spent  on  rail- 
ways, and  with  this  in  view,  the  Government 
entered  into  a  comprehensive  financial  and  railway 
deal  with  New  York  bankers. 

But  human  nature  is  weak,  Bolivian  politicians 
rapacious,  and  I  venture  to  guess  there  will  be 
gigantic  leakages.  I  was  told  at  La  Paz  that  a 
high  personage,  whose  longings  turn  towards 
Paris,  had  already  cut  into  the  fund  for  an 
immense  slice. 

The  South  American  politician  is  a  stickler  for 
etiquette.  He  may  rob  the  treasury,  it  is  true,  but 
he  will  do  so  in  a  well-fitting  frock-coat.  His 
manners  are  charming,  and  he  alone,  in  this 
continent,  wears  the  tall  hat.  Up  in  the  little 
Andean  capital,  smartly  turned  out  men  of  this 
type  are  now  working  their  will  on  Bolivia's 
nest-egg. 

The  centre  of  energy  in  Bolivia — the  mining 
region — is  the  plateau,  at  a  height  of  over 
12,000  feet.  Here,  over  two  hundred  miles 
apart,  lie  Sucre  and  La  Paz — one  official,  the 
other  actual,  capital.  The  location  of  La  Paz, 
lying  in  the  shade  of  Illimani,  and  near  to  Sorata, 
is  indeed  striking. 

But  the  strangest  town  of  Bolivia — of  all  the 
New  World — is  Potosi.  It  lies  at  the  base  of 
Potosi — that  mountain  whose  discovery  altered 
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the  history  of  the  world.  It  was  in  this  wise : — 
In  the  year  1545,  an  Indian  found  silver  veins 
in  the  mountain.  These  were  so  rich  that  their 
fame  reached  Pizarro  at  Lima,  and  conquistadores 
came  to  Potosi,  to  annex  the  mines  for  the  King 
of  Spain. 

They  yielded  fabulously.  The  one-fifth  royalty 
payable  to  the  King  amounted,  in  the  first  fifty 
years  alone,  to  two  hundred  and  fifty-nine  million 
sterling.  It  was  this  huge  revenue  from  Potosi, 
more  than  from  Mexico  and  all  the  Spanish  Main, 
which  set  Spain  at  the  head  of  Europe.  But  for 
this  wealth  she  would  have  sunk  centuries  before 
she  did ;  history  is  clear  on  that  point.  With  this 
revenue  pouring  in,  Spain  overawed  her  poorer 
neighbours,  she  gained  vast  prestige,  she  bought 
the  friendship  of  the  Church,  and  of  its  brutal 
lever,  the  Inquisition,  and  she  acquired  and  con- 
solidated her  Western  Empire. 

But  for  Potosi,  Spain's  dealings  with  South 
America  had  perhaps  ended  with  a  few  bands  of 
adventurers,  who,  finding  no  second  Inca  treasure, 
had  departed  in  disillusion,  leaving  that  continent 
to  France,  Holland,  and  England  ;  but  for  Potosi, 
the  Church  of  Rome  had  languished  for  funds,  and 
the  worldly  power  they  bring,  and,  it  may  be,  had 
adopted  the  meekness  of  its  Founder,  who  said  : 
"  My  kingdom  is  not  of  this  earth  "  ;  but  for  Potosi, 
there  had  been  no  Spanish  Armada  ;  but  for  Potosi, 
there  had  been  no  Spanish-owned  Cuba,  no  Spanish- 
American  war,  no  charge  of  roughriders  at  San 
Juan,  no  elevation  of  Mr.  Roosevelt  to  the  Presi- 
dency, no  denunciation  of  the  trusts,  no  panic 
in  Wall  Street  in  the  latter  part  of  1907.  A  long 
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chain  of   cause   and   effect  reaches   out   from   the 
discovery  of  silver  in  that  far-off  mountain. 

Spain  has  set  her  mark  on  Potosi.  Once  the 
greatest  city  of  South  America,  it  is  to-day  small 
and  decayed,  yet  boasts  a  score  of  fine  old  churches. 
Quite  intact,  a  superb  building,  is  the  Royal  Mint, 
from  whose  portals  there  passed  those  wonderful 
royalties  to  the  Kings  of  Spain.  In  this  strange 
town,  Indian  hovels  stand  beside  stone  fa9ades  and 
carved  doorways  of  real  beauty. 

Twenty  thousand  Indians,  and  few  besides,  live 
to-day  in  Potosi.  They  work  in  the  mountain, 
as  their  ancestors  did  three  hundred  years  ago, 
and  though  the  yield  of  silver  is  now  insignificant, 
its  tin  lodes  are  profitable. 

Made  roads  in  Bolivia  are  few,  and  one  rarely 
travels  but  on  muleback ;  a  second  mule  carries 
food  and  bedding  ;  a  day's  journey  is  ten  leagues — 
thirty  miles.  At  night  you  reach  a  small  Indian 
village  and  enter  a  filthy  hut ;  you  spread  your 
mattress  on  the  mud  floor,  eat  some  bread  and 
tinned  food,  and,  wearied  out,  fall  asleep.  Nights 
are  cold  on  the  plateau,  yet  before  daylight  your 
muleteer  can  be  heard  fitting  the  animals  with  their 
cumbrous  saddles ;  you  rise,  stiff,  shivering,  de- 
pressed, roll  up  mattress  and  blankets,  and  are  off  at 
the  dawn.  It  is  the  nadir  of  travel. 

The  Indians  of  the  Bolivian  Andes,  degenerate 
descendants  of  the  Incas,  are  a  mild  people,  gaining 
a  scanty  subsistence  from  their  poor  patches  of 
cultivation.  They  supplement  this  by  mining  and 
as  carriers,  their  herds  of  llamas,  laden  with  stores 
or  with  tin  ore,  dotting  the  roads.  They  are  filthy 
in  their  habits,  much  given  to  strong  drink,  and  of  a 
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deep  religious  strain.  On  a  Good  Friday  I  stood  in 
the  plaza  at  Oruro  and  saw  the  Holy  Image  carried 
in  priestly  procession.  Thousands  of  Indians 
followed,  reverent  in  mien  ;  an  Indian  band  played 
holy  music,  and  the  Host  was  raised  :  all  hats  were 
doffed  ;  many  fell  on  their  knees  muttering  hoarse 
cries. 

Such  is  religion  in  the  Andes — a  religion  of  the 
senses,  not  of  the  brain.  Next  day,  feast-day  and 
holiday,  these  people,  men  and  women,  lay  in  the 
very  ecstasy  of  drink.  For  days  they  wallowed  in 
it ;  then  got  up  and  went  about  their  business,  good- 
natured,  ignorant,  superstitious,  filthy — a  little  higher 
than  the  beasts  of  the  fields. 

I  went  out  from  Bolivia  over  Lake  Titicaca,  that 
lies  12,500  feet  above  the  sea.  On  an  island  of 
Titicaca,  so  runs  the  legend,  took  place  the  mystic 
birth  of  the  Inca  race.  There  stood  the  sacred 
temple  of  the  sun,  whose  stately  stone  pillars, 
brought  we  know  not  whence,  are  still  to  be  seen. 
On  the  far  horizon,  beyond  the  level  expanse  of  the 
lake,  all  red-tinged  in  the  sunset,  rose  Sorata  and 
the  white  peaks  of  the  higher  Andes. 

When  it  became  known,  on  November  15,  1889, 
that  the  Emperor  was  deposed,  and  the  Republic 
proclaimed,  there  was  rejoicing  in  the  streets  of  Rio 
Janeiro  :  Brazil  had  ceased  to  be  an  Empire. 

All  accounts  show  Dom  Pedro  to  have  been  a 
charming  man  and  a  learned  scientist.  His  faults 
were — he  was  old,  his  grip  over  the  country  had  not 
been  firm,  his  successor  was  a  woman,  and,  some 
say,  priestridden.  He  himself  was  liked,  but  the 
monarchy  was  not  liked.  So  the  republican  party ; 

M 


1 62  THE  SHADOW-SHOW 

then  in  the  ascendant,  gave  him  twenty-four  hours 
to  leave  the  country,  and  he  went. 

With  the  Republic  came  party  politics  and  the 
spoils  system,  and  as  there  are  a  Federal  and  twenty 
State  Governments  in  the  country,  the  division  of 
the  spoils  in  Brazil  is  a  big  industry.  The  Brazilian 
is  lazy ;  he  is  not  a  pioneer,  and  does  little  to 
develop  the  huge  country  lying  at  his  front  door. 
But  he  must  live  ;  he  is  not  lacking  in  shrewdness, 
so  he  takes  the  line  of  least  resistance  and  goes 
into  politics.  Politics  is  his  business.  One  may 
compare  the  Brazilians  to  those  people  cast  on  the 
island,  who  lived  by  taking  in  each  other's  washing  ; 
all  Brazilians,  in  like  manner,  seeming  to  live  on  the 
Government.  While  the  abler  acquire  more  or  less 
power  and  a  firmer  grip  on  the  spoils,  there  is  not 
enough  to  go  round,  so  the  average  functionary, 
wretchedly  paid,  supplements  his  income  illicitly. 

To  me,  this  is  all  very  strange.  Hardened 
traveller  as  I  am,  I  yet  look  on  Brazil  as  one  of  the 
loveliest  and  most  romantic  countries  in  the  world, 
while  its  richness  is  a  byword.  Brazil  should 
contain  a  race  of  Nature  worshippers,  revelling  in 
its  glorious  scenery,  its  harbours  and  waterfalls,  its 
primeval  forests ;  lusty  pioneers,  converting  its 
fertile  soil  not  only  to  coffee,  but  to  a  like  yield  of 
sugar,  cotton,  maize,  tobacco,  fruit,  and  any  other 
staple  the  world  needs ;  covering  its  uplands  with 
homesteads  and  its  plains  with  cattle ;  working  its 
minerals  with  energy,  and  making,  at  least  of  the 
southern  half,  a  great,  brilliant,  all-embracing  land. 

Such  is  my  ideal.  In  reality,  the  educated 
Brazilian  is  a  town-dweller,  guiltless  of  romance, 
given  over  rabidly  to  politics  and  their  spoil,  a 
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parasite,  and  with  it  all  ineffective.  His  good 
points  are  a  certain  polish,  relic  of  the  days  of  the 
Empire,  a  kindness  of  manner,  more  marked  than 
in  the  Spanish  Republics,  a  readiness  to  be  amused, 
and  an  intense  love  of  music ;  but  in  essentials  he 
is  a  failure. 

Brazil  is  of  course  progressing,  but  this  progress 
is  due  to  the  energy  of  British,  Germans,  Italians, 
and  Portuguese.  The  present  Federal  Government 
is  the  best  Brazil  has  had ;  but  woe  betide  the  victim 
on  whom  any  State  official  casts  his  snaky  eye. 

Who  can  describe  the  beauty  of  Brazil  ?  In  the 
mountains  behind  Rio  Janeiro  there  is  a  peak  named 
Corcovado  ;  the  view  from  this  of  sea,  harbour, 
forests,  mountains,  and  a  great  city  appals  you  with 
its  beauty.  Rio  Janeiro  is  the  jewel  of  the  world. 
Where,  too,  will  you  see  fairer  spots  than  the  bay 
of  Bahia  •  or  the  inlets  to  Victoria  and  Santos  ? 
Such  as  these  are  the  doors  of  fairyland. 

In  the  interior,  too,  there  is  charm  and  beauty — 
forest-girt  Petropolis,  the  mountain  capital,  the 
wonderful  railroad  from  Santos,  the  picturesque  and 
wealthy  Sao  Paulo,  the  vistas  seen  from  coffee 
estates,  the  dead  city  of  St.  John  del  Rey,  with  its 
fine  old  churches,  the  thriving  German  homesteads 
in  the  south,  and  a  hundred  glimpses  of  forests, 
waterfalls,  trees  blazing  with  colour,  and  distant 
mountains — in  a  word,  Nature  unsurpassed. 

But  when  the  hour  of  food  draws  near,  beware  1 
The  Brazilian  cooks  with  a  rancid  lard,  whose 
savour  is  of  dead  bodies  ;  his  relish  for  this  horror 
is  not  to  be  comprehended  by  us.  Yet  at  the  same 
meal  one  will  be  offered  oranges  and  coffee  of  a 
taste  divine. 
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But  how  they  exasperate  one,  this  nation  of 
officials  I  I  arrived  at  Rio  once,  and  on  the  next 
day  went  to  the  Custom  House.  My  trunk  lay 
there ;  but  it  was  a  saint's  day,  and  the  place  was 
shut. 

"  I  wish  your  saints  were  in  Hades  1 "  I  shouted  ; 
"What  right  has  a  saint  to  keep  me  from  my 
trunk  ?"  A  man  passing  gave  a  sickly  smile,  and 
edged  away. 

What  a  farce  are  these  observances !  The  edu- 
cated Brazilian  has  about  as  much  use  for  saints  as 
I  have.  Yet  his  calendar  is  full  of  them.  Their 
days  are  officially  observed,  Government  offices  are 
closed,  and  business  disorganized. 

Next  day  I  went  back  for  my  trunk.  I  waited  an 
hour,  cheerfully,  in  a  queue  of  Portuguese  immi- 
grants, and  was  passed  by  time  and  again.  At  last, 
receiving  my  papers,  I  waited  another  hour,  while 
the  official,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  passed  me  and 
attended  a  group  of  compatriots.  When  I  got  my 
trunk  it  was  twenty-six  hours  overdue,  and  the 
Brazilian  Customs  had  made  an  enemy  for  life. 

One  notes  how  many  Brazilians  are  dressed 
deeply  in  black.  Unlike  the  Poles,  vowed  to  that 
colour  till  one  shall  reintegrate  their  kingdom,  I  can 
only  assume  they  are  sworn  thus  sombrely  to  await 
the  return  of  the  milreis  to  par,  whence  their 
misguided  actions  have  far  driven  it. 

Northern,  or  Equatorial,  Brazil  is  divided  into  the 
States  of  Para  and  Amazonas.  This  vast  territory 
lives  by  one  industry — rubber,  and  conducts  its 
business  along  one  main  highway — the  Amazon, 
down  this  stream  passing  nearly  60  per  cent,  of  the 
world's  rubber  supply. 
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The  Amazon's  tributaries  number  among  them 
mighty  rivers.  On  these  small  steamers  ply,  carry- 
ing into  the  interior  labourers  and  stores,  and  re- 
turning with  cargoes  of  rubber.  The  labourers  who 
go  into  the  rubber  districts  return  in  reduced 
numbers,  for  the  mortality,  due  to  malaria,  small- 
pox, or,  it  may  be,  the  poisoned  arrows  of  Indians, 
is  ghastly.  It  is  said  that  one  in  three  does  not 
return. 

From  Para  the  steamer  "  Lanfranc,"  of  6,000  tons, 
passed  up  the  great  river.  Rich  tropical  forests 
lined  each  bank,  but  here  and  there  rude  huts, 
natives  in  their  canoes,  or  a  small  clearing  of  cocoa 
or  bananas,  denoted  a  scattered  population.  The 
heat  was  excessive ;  flocks  of  parakeets  clove  the 
air,  mosquitoes  descended  on  us,  and  the  loathly 
snouts  of  alligators  appeared  above  the  muddy 
waters.  On  the  fourth  day,  1,000  miles  up,  we 
reached  the  junction  with  the  Rio  Negro,  and  the 
town  of  Manaos. 

Manaos,  centre  of  the  rubber  trade,  is  the  capital 
and  only  town  of  Amazonas,  and  has  some  fifty 
thousand  inhabitants.  It  is  a  half-baked  place,  with 
a  high  death-rate.  Its  main  feature  is  an  opera- 
house,  with  mosaic  dome,  built  by  the  Government 
at  great  expense,  but  it  seemed  to  me  the  money  might 
have  been  laid  out  to  better  advantage.  The  opera- 
house  was  completed  twelve  years  before,  but  the 
town  in  my  time  still  lacked  drainage.  An  Italian 
company  duly  arrived  to  open  the  opera ;  but 
yellow  fever  got  there  first,  so  they  opened  the  new 
cemetery. 

The  Government  of  Amazonas  has  been  corrup- 
tion personified.  While  the  Federal  Government 
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receives  the  customs  dues  on  imports,  the  several 
States  are  entitled  to  those  on  exports.  Levying, 
then,  an  export  tax  on  rubber  of  over  20  per  cent., 
the  Amazonas  Government  has  been  in  receipt  of 
a  large  revenue,  this  being  supplemented  by  a 
loan,  equal  to  several  million  pounds,  issued  in 
Paris. 

What  had  it  to  show  for  all  this  ?  An  empty 
treasury,  with  salaries  six  months  in  arrears,  an 
opera-house,  a  number  of  unfinished  Government 
buildings,  many  retired  Brazilian  and  Portuguese 
contractors  living  abroad  in  luxury,  certain  flash 
women  departing  with  well-filled  purses,  and  a 
stream  of  Governors,  Ministers,  and  functionaries 
making  for  Paris  or  Lisbon.  One  head  of  the  State 
there  was  with  some  pretence  to  statesmanship.  In 
a  forest  clearing,  three  miles  out  of  Manaos,  I  saw 
the  house  in  which  he  was  found  strangled.  The 
rest  were  vile.  A  recent  Governor  cleaned  up  a 
million  pounds  during  his  four  years  of  office. 
This  person  visited  Paris  before  taking  over  the 
government,  and  in  a  caf6  got  into  trouble  with, 
and  insulted,  a  French  officer,  who  promptly 
knocked  him  down.  Rising,  and  wiping  his  bleed- 
ing face,  he  said,  "  Do  you  know  I  am  a  colonel 
in  the  Brazilian  army,  and  the  Governor-elect  of 
Amazonas  ? "  Said  the  Frenchman,  bashing  him 
over  the  head,  "  Well,  take  that  for  being  a  colonel, 
that  for  being  Governor  of  Amazonas  !  "  and  felled 
him  again  to  the  ground.  But  Brazil  is  a  strange 
country ;  before  he  dies  this  man  will  have  his 
statue  in  the  streets  of  Manaos.  Justice  in  Amazonas 
is  for  sale.  On  the  front  of  the  law  courts,  in  large 
lettering,  is  the  word  "  LEX."  I  looked  up  at  this 
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and  smiled.  The  Brazilian  with  me  said,  "That's 
Latin."  I  answered,  "Yes,  I  know.  The  Law — 
and  the  Profits.'1 

Round  the  warehouses  of  Manaos  there  is  a  smell 
as  of  a  million  herrings.  It  comes  from  the  piles  of 
smoked  rubber  perspiring  workmen  are  packing  for 
export  to  New  York,  Liverpool,  and  Hamburg. 

While  Southern  Brazil  is  a  paradise,  and  Para, 
even,  habitable,  there  can  be  but  one  excuse  for 
living  in  Manaos — a  big  income.  It  is  a  place  of 
too  much  heat  and  too  little  comfort ;  the  cost  of 
living  is  enormous,  the  risk  of  dying  is  appre- 
ciable. 

In  Lima,  capital  of  Peru,  the  city  he  founded, 
Pizarro's  corpse  lies  in  the  cathedral  in  a  glass 
coffin.  Standing  by  this,  my  thoughts  went  back 
to  Atahualpa,  last  of  the  Incas,  made  captive  by 
Pizarro,  ransomed  with  the  treasure  of  Cuzco,  then 
brutally  murdered.  By  this  act  of  treachery  Spain 
set  her  foot  on  the  neck  of  South  America,  while 
Holy  Mother  Church,  herself  torturer  of  men's 
bodies,  looked  on  and  palliated. 

"  You  brute,  Pizarro,"  I  remember  saying,  "  I 
could  kick  your  coffin  to  pieces  !  "  The  mummy's 
face  grinned  placidly. 

From  Lima  I  went  up  the  mountain  railroad  to 
Oroya,  riding  thence  forty  leagues  over  the  pampa 
to  Cerro  de  Pasco,  15,000  feet  up,  highest  town  in 
the  world,  and  a  mining  centre  since  1630. 

Unable  to  sleep  at  this  altitude,  I  rose  next  morn- 
ing before  dawn,  and  throwing  my  poncho  around 
me,  went  into  the  street.  It  was  bitterly  cold,  and 
a  dense  fog  lay  over  Cerro  de  Pasco.  Indians 
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wrapped  in  their  blankets,  stole  out  of  the  mist 
and  passed  silently.  I  heard  a  flock  of  llamas  go 
shuffling  by,  and  a  hideous  face — half  sheep,  half 
camel — came  close  up  and  peered  into  mine.  For 
a  time  all  was  silent,  then,  from  out  the  mist,  came 
a  drunken  sigh,  and  some  belated  reveller  turned  in 
his  sleep.  A  ghostly  dawn  of  day  indeed,  this,  on 
the  roof  of  the  world  !  The  cold  alone  seemed  real ; 
it  cut  to  the  marrow.  I  returned  to  my  bed  in  the 
strange  little  hostelry,  and  at  last  slept. 

Arequipa,  in  Southern  Peru,  is  a  town  of  charm. 
Lying  at  7,500  feet,  the  climate  is  nearly  perfect, 
while  three  great  mountains,  rising  white  into  the 
sky,  lend  to  it  extreme  beauty.  A  river  skirts  the 
town,  its  course  marked  for  miles  with  gardens 
and  orchards.  Walking  along  the  streets,  I  looked 
through  doorways  into  old  Spanish  patios.  Tended 
with  care,  many  of  these  were  filled  with  rich  colour, 
while  in  some,  masses  of  blossom,  rising  above  the 
roof's  horizon,  rested  against  a  background  of  the 
eternal  snows.  A  centre  of  the  Roman  hierarchy 
from  early  Spanish  days,  Arequipa  is  full  of  fine  old 
churches,  and  is  still  an  ecclesiastic  stronghold. 
Standing  one  day  in  the  plaza,  the  swell  of  music 
from  the  cathedral  reached  me,  and  I  went  in. 
Boys'  voices,  alternating  with  men's,  were  chant- 
ing; these  ceasing,  the  organ  burst  into  glorious 
sound. 

I  sat  entranced,  as  one  lifted  up.  I  had  been 
drinking  strong  coffee,  and  the  music  ran  through 
my  nerves  as  it  were  wine. 

And  then,  it  seemed  to  me,  I  crossed  the  aisle 
and  ascended  the  pulpit.  A  stream  of  words  rolled 
from  my  tongue  : — 
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"  People  of  Arequipa  1  People  of  South  America  1 
Listen  to  me  this  morning,  for  I  am  inspired.  I 
have  studied  you,  and  have  seen  that  you  serve  God 
with  your  lips  only.  But  God  is  a  Being  of  infinite 
common  sense  ;  He  wants  something  more  practical. 
Listen  I  You  are  filthy  in  your  habits,  but  the  real 
God  hates  filth  ;  only  be  clean,  and  He  asks  for 
none  of  these  forms.  You  devoutly  raise  your 
hats  when  you  pass  a  church ;  but  God  would 
sooner  you  installed  a  drainage  system.  The  real 
God  loves  justice,  rather  than  the  celebration  of 
saints'  days ;  He  would  sooner  your  courts  were 
pure  and  your  saints  forgotten. 

"  The  real  God  loves  honesty.  I  say  therefore  to 
your  politicians,  work  for  the  State,  not  for  your- 
selves. Cease  to  take  bribes,  or  to  rob  the  treasury, 
and  let  nepotism  cease.  Take  no  credit  for  your 
suave  manners  or  your  fine  clothes.  In  His  eyes 
uprightness  is  more  than  a  frock-coat,  and  a  pure 
heart  than  a  tall  hat. 

"  States  of  South  America,  pay  your  debts  I  Brand- 
new  cathedrals  weigh  less  with  God  than  the  rights 
of  European  bondholders  ;  statues  of  Christ  do  not 
offset  the  ninepenny  dollar. 

"  As  you  fail  in  the  eyes  of  God,  you  fail  in  those 
of  man.  You  are  making  a  mess  of  South  America. 
This  great  country,  won  for  you  by  men  like  Bolivar 
and  San  Martin,  shows  no  progress  in  the  things 
which  really  count.  She  is  futile.  Her  name  is  a 
byword  for  bad  government,  dishonesty,  and  hypo- 
crisy. I  tell  you  that  common  sense  is  God's 
greatest  attribute,  and  I  adjure  you  to  govern  and 
develop  South  America  on  right  lines.  Be  clean 
in  your  habits,  honest  in  finance,  just  to  all  men. 
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Be  these  things,  people  of  South  America,  and  I 
promise  you  the  respect  of  the  world,  which  to- 
day despises  you  in  its  heart." 

Thus  do  I  seem  to  have  spoken  in  the  cathedral 
of  Arequipa.  When  I  came  to  myself  the  music 
had  ceased  and  the  place  was  empty. 


CHAPTER   IX 
"BY  THE  WATERS  OF  BABYLON" 

ON  a  day  that  I  remember,  there  was  a  throng 
in  the  bazaar  of  Delhi  and  traffic  stood  still. 
A  procession  of  the  Shiah  sect  was  passing,  and  a 
tinselled  model  of  the  sacred  shrine  at  Kerbela  was 
borne  aloft.  Each  ten  steps  it  halted,  while  a  leader 
and  fanatic  chorus,  shouting,  "  Hassan,  Hosein  ! 
Hassan,  Hosein  ! "  savagely  beat  their  breasts  till 
the  sweat  poured  off  and  their  exhausted  natures  all 
but  gave  way.  Native  police  guarded  these  zealous 
expatiators  and  their  shrine ;  to  the  Faithful  of 
Delhi  they  are  schismatic  and  not  to  be  tolerated. 
Just  as  great  effect  may  spring  from  small  cause, 
the  Shiah  religion  sprang,  if  I  can  read  human 
nature,  from  a  matter  of  jealousy.  There  was  a 
young  cousin  of  Mahomet,  named  AH,  who  took 
Fatima  for  chief  wife,  the  Prophet's  well-loved 
daughter,  and  became  father  of  two  sons.  These 
youths,  Hassan  and  Hosein,  grew  to  be  objects  of 
love  and  reverence  to  the  Mahometan  world,  and 
when  their  father  Ali,  as  fourth  successor  to  the 
Prophet,  assumed  the  Khalifate  itself,  they  leapt 
to  actual  holiness — became  sacrosanct. 

"  Aha ! "    said    then    one    day    the    families    of 
171 
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Abubekr,  Omar,  and  Othman,  the  dead  Khalifs  ; 
"  Aha ! "  echoed  those  who  nursed  secret  aspira- 
tions, "we  see  how  things  are  shaping.  We  see 
the  Khalifate  passing  utterly  to  this  family,  descend- 
ing then  from  father  to  son.  All  the  holiness, 
and  power,  and  prestige  in  their  hands — this  will 
never  do  1 " 

So  those  astute  insiders  put  their  heads  together, 
as  astute  insiders  do  to  this  day,  and  caused  things 
to  happen.  Thus  we  see  the  deposition  of  Ali  and 
his  sons,  and  the  succession  passing  from  this 
family ;  we  see  their  partizans  seceding — out- 
wardly on  points  of  doctrine,  inwardly  just  on 
personal  issues — from  the  Faith  ;  we  see  the  rising 
of  the  shrines,  and  the  crystallization  of  the  Ali 
tradition  into  a  great  Eastern  religion.  Hence 
came  those  breast-beatings,  those  shouts  of  "  Has- 
san, Hosein  1 "  in  the  bazaar  of  Delhi ;  hence,  too, 
the  disorganization  of  that  city's  tramways,  which 
took  place  even  as  I  watched. 

The  Holy  Family  thus  suffered  temporah  eclipse, 
and  their  graves  are  scattered  throughout  Arabia. 
Fatima  lies  in  Mecca,  Hassan  in  Medina.  Ali  died 
by  violence  at  distant  Nejef,  and  is  buried  there, 
and  Hosein,  acclaimed  holiest  of  all,  with  his  half- 
brother  Abbas,  lie  where  they  fell  fighting  for  the 
Khalifate,  at  Kerbela.  But  though  dead  their  cause 
was  not  dead,  and  the  followers  of  Ali  came  in  time 
to  be  numbered  by  millions.  North-East  Arabia  is 
Shiah,  and  there  are  many  of  the  sect  in  India. 
Persia,  to  a  man,  has  ever  been  Shiah.  Her  sup- 
port meant  everything ;  it  endowed  the  sect  with 
a  subtlety  of  mind  the  Arabs  never  knew,  and  with 
an  ecclesiastical  architecture  as  delicate  in  imagina- 
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tion  as  it  is  exquisite  in  colour.  Dotted  about  the 
northern  desert,  where  the  Arabs  live  primitive  as 
of  yore,  are  the  shrines  of  Samarra,  Kadhimain, 
Kufa,  Nejef,  and  Kerbela.  These,  and  I  doubt  not 
many  more  unknown  to  me,  are  the  fruits  of  Persian 
genius — a  genius  which  flowered  richly,  gave  to 
these  desert  places  its  masterpieces,  then  went 
down  in  atrophy. 

Near  the  head  of  the  Persian  Gulf  a  great  river 
flows  into  the  sea.  They  call  it  Shatt-el-Arab. 
Date  groves  fringe  the  banks,  behind  which  Arab 
husbandmen  plough  and  reap  in  the  low-lying  fields, 
canoes  skim  the  muddy  waters,  fishermen  cast  their 
nets  into  the  teeming  depths,  and  great  dhows, 
heavily  laden,  are  pulled  along  the  towing  paths 
or  sail  by  on  favouring  wind.  This  river  may  well 
be  great ;  the  waters  of  Tigris  and  Euphrates  have 
met  eighty  miles  above,  while  those  of  the  Karun, 
flowing  south  out  of  Persia,  swell  the  main  stream 
ere  it  reaches  the  Gulf. 

Ocean  steamers  sail  forty  miles  up  Shatt-el-Arab 
to  Busrah  ;  in  the  season  one  may  see  a  dozen 
vessels  lying  here  in  the  stream.  This  is  export- 
point  for  a  great  hinterland  ;  here  the  river  steamers 
converge,  and  the  laden  dhows,  in  their  hundreds, 
come  sailing  down  day  and  night. 

Busrah,  with  the  river  and  the  hinterland,  is  in 
Asiatic  Turkey,  a  land  that  stretches  from  the 
Bosphorus  to  the  Persian  Gulf,  from  just  south  of 
Batoum  to  the  confines  of  Aden.  Not  only  a  vast 
but  a  rich  land  this ;  cut  off  the  great  southern 
deserts,  and  there  yet  remains,  actual  and  latent,  a 
splendid  and  fertile  Empire.  I  was  in  Smyrna  last 
autumn.  They  were  packing  the  world's  supply  of 
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figs.  Here  I  am  in  Busrah,  twelve  hundred  miles 
away,  and  they  are  putting  up  creation's  dates.  Not 
only  is  Busrah  metropolis  of  dates  ;  it  exports  to 
America,  where  the  tobacco  interests  hold  a  mono- 
poly, nearly  all  the  liquorice  of  the  world. 

More  arresting  than  liquorice,  perhaps  even  than 
dates,  are  these  big  piles  of  barley  on  the  banks, 
which  Arab  women  and  children  are  winnowing. 
This  must  be  grain  from  a  thousand  up-country 
patches,  surplus  grain  for  export,  yet  clearly  of  fine 
quality ;  if  the  haphazard  Arab,  watering  with  his 
goat-skin,  can  produce  such  grain,  and  this  strong 
autumn  sun  not  even  shrivel  it,  modern  irrigation 
has  here  an  ideal  field. 

With  such  a  climate,  such  rivers,  such  soil,  such 
fruits — and  there  are  bitumen  wells  in  the  interior, 
a  southern  extension,  it  may  be,  of  the  Russian  oil 
zone — Turkish  Arabia  might  progress  under  the 
fairest  auspices.  I  say  might  progress.  It  must  rest 
at  that ;  the  Turks  cannot  run  a  modern  Empire, 
their  sway  is  futile  from  first  to  last. 

Turkey  is  doomed  to  disintegration — I  believe  in 
our  lifetime.  She  cannot  keep  in  the  running. 
The  Turk  is  quite  a  man  in  his  way,  but  his  system 
is  the  Mahometan  system,  and  Mahometan  finance 
is  all  wrong.  Modern  government  is  resolved, 
ultimately,  into  one  factor — sound  finance.  Where 
that  obtains,  as  in  England,  Germany,  Switzerland, 
Scandinavia,  nations  emerge  and  rank  as  the  fittest. 
Where  there  is  financial  slackness  the  nations  tend 
to  sink.  Where  there  is  widespread  financial  cor- 
ruption these  nations  must  soon  be  at  the  mercy  of 
the  fit.  In  finance,  all  the  Mahometan  Governments 
are  corrupt,  and  all  are  futile.  This  is  no  new 
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thing  ;  but  modern  international  trade  and  commerce 
do  not  tolerate  such  futility,  and  the  fitter  nations 
are  preparing  to  take  over  these  and  govern  in  their 
stead.  This  I  find  seemly  ;  not  as  moralist,  but  as 
evolutionist.  In  this  cycle  material  progress  is  the 
keynote ;  the  world's  material  development  and  the 
creation  of  wealth  is  the  ideal  we  set  before  us. 
Another  cycle,  the  pendulum  may  swing,  and  Islam, 
with  energy  reborn,  overthrow  an  effete  Europe ; 
but  that  to-day  these  nations,  which  lie  corrupt  and 
worn  out  at  our  feet,  should  be  bolstered  to  a  further 
futility  is  against  common  sense. 

Nor  will  they  be.  Egypt  has  become  ours  in  all 
but  name.  France,  who  has  done  wonders  for 
Algeria  and  Tunis,  takes  Morocco.  Persia,  and  with 
it  Afghanistan,  will  be  taken  over  by  England  and 
Russia  in  the  near  future.  And  Turkey,  with  its 
splendid  Asiatic  Empire,  awaits  a  new  master. 

These  are  reflections  by  the  way.  This  is  the 
broad  River  Tigris,  some  hundreds  of  miles  from  the 
Gulf.  It  is  barren  here,  almost  a  desert,  a  great 
plain,  and  the  river  flows  muddy  and  sluggish. 
Here  and  there  Bedouins  are  encamped,  with  their 
asses  and  their  fat-tailed  sheep ;  slovenly  and 
squalid,  nomads  rather  than  tillers  of  the  soil,  these 
tribes  live  as  their  fathers  lived  three  thousand  years 
ago.  Far  to  the  right  lie  the  Persian  mountains 
the  border  range ;  it  is  but  early  November,  yet 
their  tops  are  white  with  the  first  snow. 

We  are  now  come  into  Mesopotamia,  a  biblical 
land.  Yesterday  we  passed  a  blue  dome  by  the 
river,  rising  in  a  grove  of  date  palms.  It  was  the 
well-attested  grave  of  the  prophet  Ezra.  To-night, 
a  moonless  night,  and  the  boat  tied  up,  I  walked 
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over  the  desert  to  the  ruins  of  Ctesiphon,  the  palace 
of  King  Darius.  My  lantern  was  carried  by  a 
Chaldean. 

And  here  at  last,  after  a  tortuous  waterway  of 
nearly  six  hundred  miles,  is  the  city  of  Bagdad, 
lying  on  both  banks,  with  its  bridge  of  boats.  Seen 
from  afar,  with  the  date  palms  and  the  slender 
minarets,  this  is  the  romantic  city  of  the  Khalifs. 
But  do  not  pry  into  Bagdad.  The  mosques  are 
lacking  in  glamour,  the  bazaars  are  tawdry,  with  the 
tawdry  wares  of  Europe,  and  the  streets,  that  are 
alleys,  are  slimy  with  the  filth  of  seventy  thousand 
Jews.  Yet  this  may  be  said  :  one  should  not  miss 
the  bazaar  of  the  two  thousand  coppersmiths,  nor 
a  certain  vista  on  the  river,  when  the  moon  comes 
sailing  over  the  date  palms.  And  but  two  leagues 
away  there  is  Kadhimain — a  mosque  of  burnished 
gold,  a  venerated  shrine,  where  the  pilgrims  are 
kneeling ;  it  is  in  such  proximity  that  Bagdad  lays 
her  claims  on  Shiahdom. 

Each  morning,  at  three  o'clock,  from  a  caravan- 
serai on  the  south  bank  of  the  river,  a  convoy  of 
wagonettes  leaves  Bagdad  for  Kerbela.  Each  is 
drawn  by  eight  mules,  and  holds  some  ten  pilgrims, 
who  sit  shaded  under  coarse  white  canvas.  This  is 
a  land  of  robber  bands  ;  on  one  vehicle  in  three  or 
four  a  soldier  sits  beside  the  driver,  his  rifle  across 
his  knees.  If  the  day  promises  dust  there  is  much 
manoeuvring,  many  a  hand-gallop  in  the  dark 
for  first  place ;  but  a  European  of  condition, 
travelling  with  his  consulate's  qawass,  will  be  given 
precedence. 

So  we  travel  through  chill,  dark  hours,  and  when 
the  sun  rises  our  cavalcade  is  already  far  out  on  the 
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desert.  Another  hour,  and  a  village  is  reached,  a 
changing  station  for  the  mules.  From  its  humble 
coffee-shop  an  attendant  is  summoned,  who  brings 
me,  lying  in  the  sun,  cups  of  Mocha  from  the 
Yemen,  whose  fragrance  and  strength,  blending 
with  the  buoyant  desert  air,  shoot  through  my 
nerves  in  a  thousand  harmonies. 

These  pilgrims  who  drive  are  the  moneyed  folks. 
It  is  true  that  a  seat  to  Kerbela  costs  less  than  a 
medjidie — a  matter  of  three  shillings — but  how 
many  there  are  tread  this  desert  track  with  less  ! 
Here  are  some,  with  their  women,  who  ride  asses. 
These,  returning,  bestride  emaciated  horses.  This 
considerable  band,  who  rally  round  a  green  flag, 
go  all  afoot.  There  are  Arabs,  and  Indians,  and 
many,  many  Persians.  There  are  the  sick,  too,  and 
the  old.  If  it  please  Allah  that  they  lie  down  in 
holy  Kerbela — it  is  well ;  if  it  please  Him  that  they 
waken  not  again — it  is  still  well. 

Presently  we  reach  the  village  of  Musseyib,  and 
the  Euphrates,  which  is  spanned  by  a  bridge  of 
boats.  We  are  fifty  miles  from  Bagdad,  and  the 
desert  we  have  crossed  is  the  richest  soil  in  the 
world,  virgin  now  for  centuries,  awaiting  the  irriga- 
tion that  shall  make  it  a  garden.  Four  miles  from 
here  French  engineers  built  a  barrage ;  but  Turkey 
was  in  control,  and  it  was  never  finished.  To-day 
a  great  British  firm  carries  the  work  through  on  a 
new  site.  But  the  fat  Turks  are  waiting.  They 
smack  their  lips.  From  this  coming  fertility  they 
are  like  to  wring  a  princely  baksheesh. 

Twenty  miles  south  of  Euphrates  holy  Kerbela  is 
seen  on  the  plain — a  town  among  date  palms.  As 
it  draws  to  evening  the  mosques  of  Hosein  and 
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Abbas  stand  out  clearly,  their  golden-tipped  minarets 
catching  the  sun ;  as  we  drive  past  these  the 
muezzins  have  already  ascended,  and  are  calling  to 
the  evening  prayer.  Night  falls  like  a  thunderbolt. 

The  Shiah  is  a  fanatic.  Inspired  by  the  mullahs, 
he  denies  approach  to  his  mosques,  and  for  the 
sacred  places  of  Kerbela  fears  desecration  most  of 
all.  As  I  passed  next  day  through  the  bazaars  that 
lie  adjacent  to  the  two  shrines,  I  stood  now  at  this 
gate,  now  at  that,  viewing  the  spacious  courtyards, 
gazing  upon  the  walls  of  mosaic,  the  wide  Koranic 
scrolls,  the  high  old  doors,  upon  those  who  prayed, 
and  those  who  sold,  and  upon  a  great  human 
spectacle.  At  my  side  a  soldier  stood  and  two 
consular  guards  in  uniform,  so  this  was  permitted 
me  ;  without  them  I  had  found  but  poor  welcome 
in  Kerbela. 

A  whispering  now  took  place.  There  was  a 
stealthy  transfer  of  silver,  and  I  was  led  up  on  to 
two  roofs,  whence  the  golden  domes  and  the 
minarets  stood  out  in  their  glory,  and  the  date  palms 
that  encircle  Kerbela,  and  the  long  horizon  of  the 
desert. 

Later,  I  stood  before  the  grain  booths,  where 
naked  men,  slaves  in  all  but  name,  plied  the  heavy 
grinding  mills.  An  overladen  ass  dropped  at  my 
feet,  and  I  became  aware  of  horses  and  asses  and 
camels  suffering  from  grievous  sores.  Of  men, 
too  I  Lepers  sat  there,  and  the  blind,  and  the 
epileptic,  and  the  abject,  while  the  awful  stench  of 
cesspools  stole  into  the  sacred  courtyards. 

In  the  afternoon  I  walked  alone  to  the  outskirts. 
There  were  wells  here  and  patches  of  irrigation. 
Beyond,  at  the  verge  of  the  desert,  blue  domes 
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stood  out,  and  among  the  many  tombs  an  Arab 
funeral  was  wending. 

Before  sunset  I  returned  to  the  bazaar,  to  a 
caravanserai  of  the  Indians  that  stood  near  to  the 
mosque  of  Abbas.  Out  on  the  roof  a  group  of 
pilgrims  stood  waiting,  and  with  these  I  spoke. 

"  I,"  said  one,  "  come  from  Karachi." 

"And  I  from  Porebunder." 

"  I  am  from  Ujjain.  We  stay  here  forty  days,  and 
at  Nejef  forty.  On  our  way  home  we  shall  pray  at 
Kadhimain,  and  at  the  tomb  of  Ezra." 

Small  rooms  were  perched  about  the  roof.  The 
doors  of  one  were  thrown  open,  and  a  venerable 
Indian  within,  noting  that  the  sun  was  about  to 
sink,  spread  his  carpet  towards  Mecca,  and  began  a 
solemn  chant.  On  the  roofs  around  figures  were 
now  kneeling,  and  all  the  hubbub  from  the  mosque's 
courtyard  was  suddenly  hushed.  At  this  moment, 
as  the  muezzin  came  out  on  the  golden  minaret,  a 
thousand  cloud-flakes,  floating  in  the  western  sky, 
became  shot  with  rose,  a  tremulous  evanescence, 
which  yet  lay  on  them  till  the  last  notes  of  the  call 
had  died  away. 

That  night  I  lay  awake  in  Kerbela,  and  as  I  lay, 
long  before  the  dawn,  an  Arab's  voice  rose  in  a 
chant.  Wrapping  myself  round,  I  went  out  on  the 
roof.  But  the  voice  was  deeply  mysterious.  It 
came  I  knew  not  whence.  It  rose  thin  and  high, 
it  passed  over  Kerbela,  and  the  date  palms,  and  the 
tombs,  and  I  think  it  reached  some  wandering  holy 
man,  who  stood  a  listener  that  night,  far  out  in  the 
desert  of  Arabia. 

On  the  northern  bank  of  Euphrates,  a  short  day's 
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ride  from  Kerbela,  are  the  vast,  shapeless  mounds 
where  an  ancient  city  stood.  At  a  distance  of  two 
miles  another  mound,  solitary  and  high,  would 
seem  to  denote  some  huge  monument  of  antiquity. 
This  ancient  city  was  Babylon  ;  that  monument, 
no  other  than  the  Tower  of  Babel. 

There  are  date  palms  down  by  the  river,  and  in  a 
house  among  the  palms  four  German  scientists  sit  at 
the  midday  meal.  They  receive  me  with  open 
arms,  and  I  imbibe  coffee  and  much  archaeology. 

The  Tower  of  Babel,  a  hundred  yards  square 
at  the  base,  as  like  as  not  was  pyramidal.  It  is 
not  even  certain  that  it  rose  two  hundred  feet. 
But  Babylon,  whose  hewn  records  date  from 
script  back  to  hieroglyph,  from  hieroglyph  back 
to  the  very  dawn  of  things,  was  a  city  indeed — 
a  city  for  some  thousands  of  years. 

And  it  was  great.  I  wandered  for  a  square 
mile,  for  perhaps  two  miles ;  I  saw  where  they 
excavate  now,  and  where  the  great  uncouth 
mounds  date  back  untouched  to  B.C.  Blue  pigeons 
flew  from  the  caves,  and  a  jackal  stole  from  his 
lair  in  the  ruins. 

These  blond-bearded  scientists,  financed  by  the 
German  Oriental  Society,  are  minute  in  detail, 
intensely  thorough.  Yet  fortune  does  not  greatly 
favour  them.  There  is  no  rock  in  this  region ; 
Babylon  was  therefore  built  of  brick,  much  of 
it  unburnt  brick,  and  it  has  melted.  How  easily 
might  it  have  been  a  Timgad,  a  Palmyra,  a  Baalbec, 
a  Persepolis,  and  remains — a  melted  Babylon  ! 

Still,  there  is  Nebuchadnezzar's  gateway  of  victory, 
where  the  plaster  reliefs  of  animals,  laid  over  the 
bricks,  are  in  fine  preservation,  and  there  is  a 
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great  stone  bull,  and  the  ground-plan  of  the 
palace,  and  all  the  archaeological  minutiae  in 
which  my  kind  hosts  revel.  And  there  is  hope-, 
a  turn  of  the  spade,  any  day,  may  lead  to  a 
great  find. 

I  am  soon  to  depart,  and  the  visitors'  book  lies 
before  me — Babylon  requests  my  p.p.c.  1  There 
are  able  sketches  in  this  book,  verses  too,  and 
a  Frenchman  has  penned  clever  words.  My  mood 
calls  for  a  diatribe : — 

"What  is  progress?  Do  we  not  mistake  change  for  pro- 
gress, greater  complexity  of  life  for  real  advance  ?  Human 
nature  does  not  vary.  We  are,  for  good  or  evil,  as  the 
men  of  Babylon  were.  In  ethics,  Napoleon  was  as 
Nebuchadnezzar. 

"These  hieroglyphs  indicate  crude  scholarship  in  the 
few,  ignorance  in  the  many.  Is  the  world  better  to-day, 
when  all  men  read  and  write  ?  Your  tenth  man  can  thrive 
on  learning;  your  other  nine  become  anarchists,  socialists, 
spiritualists,  sentimentalists — wayfarers  along  a  thousand 
paths  of  ignorance.  These  are  the  hewers  of  wood  and  the 
drawers  of  water;  they  should  be  left  to  hew  and  draw. 

"Democracy  and  flabbiness  drag  Europe  to  the  abyss. 
So  she  will  continue,  till  a  new  era  shall  dawn  and  the 
world  revive  to  the  touch  of  the  'overman.'  I  commend 
Nietzsche  to  you." 

I  came  out  at  sunrise  to-day,  the  Germans  being 
already  up  and  about.  I  was  bound  for  the  wide 
world,  for  the  future  ;  their  minds  lay  with  Babylon 
and  the  past.  In  the  date  palms  a  bird  was 
singing  of  youth  and  joy,  and  all  the  air  was 
buoyant.  A  flight  of  pigeons  passed,  heading 
for  the  mounds  of  Babel.  A  young  Arab  went 
by  driving  donkeys,  and  herdsmen  were  moving 
their  sheep  across  the  dried-up  channel  of  the 
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river.  The  present  channel  of  Euphrates  has 
shifted  from  here,  and  this  ancient  bed  awaits  the 
barrage  ere  it  will  flow  again.  Thus  it  was  I 
did  not  see  the  waters  of  Babylon. 


CHAPTER   X 
A  GRAVE   IN  SAMOA 

ON  a  day  in  1898  I  landed  at  Apia.  It  was 
tropical  high  noon,  and  the  village  slept 
beneath  its  trees — all  but  slept ;  in  a  nightdress, 
at  the  door  of  her  liquor  saloon,  stood  a  white 
woman. 

I  drank  lime-juice  at  her  bar,  waiting  while  she 
refreshed,  at  my  expense,  with  a  bottle  of  beer; 
then,  "  Can  you  direct  me  to  Vailima  ? "  I  said. 
As  she  pointed,  a  young  native  girl  appeared, 
with  hybiscus  in  her  hair,  and  for  the  payment 
of  sixpence  became  guide.  Walking  a  mile,  or 
it  may  have  been  two,  we  left  the  road,  and 
passing  through  coco-nut  groves  came  to  Vailima. 
The  house  stood  deserted.  Windows  were  broken, 
furniture  had  been  taken  away,  and  the  dust  lay 
thick.  In  the  spacious  library,  where  Stevenson 
had  written,  the  books  remained,  among  them  a 
large  French  collection  ;  but  many  lay  torn  on  the 
floor,  stripped  of  the  autograph,  and  damp  was 
fast  claiming  the  rest. 

An  old  native  appeared,  the  caretaker,  who  told 
me  house  and  property  were  for  sale ;  he  mentioned 

the  sum  of  two  thousand  pounds,  and  I  sat  on  the 
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floor  among  the  torn  books  and  did  some  hard 
thinking.  It  would  have  meant  half  my  capital, 
and  Scotch  caution  carried  the  day;  but  that  library 
floor  haunted  me  for  years.  A  German  now  owns 
Vailima. 

Leaving  the  house,  and  alone,  I  followed  the  track 
through  the  forest  and  up  the  mountain — the  track 
cut  for  Stevenson's  funeral.  The  long,  weary  ascent 
to  the  grave  exhausted  me.  I  had  received  a  sun- 
stroke that  equatorial  morning,  and  for  an  hour 
I  lay  over  the  grave-stone  oblivious  of  my  sur- 
roundings. 

My  eyes  are  shut  tight.  My  forehead  presses 
something  hard,  and  there  is  terrible  buzzing  in 
my  head — but  I  know  where  I  am.  I  am  swimming 
in  the  sea.  Over  there  the  figure  of  a  widow  rises 
and  falls  on  the  swell. 

"  Madam  ! "  I  cry  across,  "  your  husband's  library 
is  become  mouldy,"  but  at  that  she  dives  right  under, 
and  is  gone. 

How  my  head  aches  1  I  want  to  think  of 
Stevenson,  yet  am  obsessed  by  Dolores.  .  ,  .  There 
is  something  about  a  grave.  .  .  .  Let  me  think.  .  .  . 
If  the  gods 

"Gave  the  cypress  to  love,  my  Dolores 
The  myrtle  to  death," 

then  what  about  the  English  cemetery  at  Rome  ? 
//  is  all  cypress.  Shelley  is  lying  there,  with 
Trelawney  and  the  elect,  and  Keats  by  himself 
in  a  lonely  little  grove.  I  went  from  there,  I 
mind  me,  to  the  church  in  Ara-Cceli,  where 
Gibbon  was  sitting  when  it  came  to  him  to  write 
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the  "  Roman  Empire,"  finished  twenty  years  later  at 
Lausanne — but  I  don't  think  anything  came  to 
me.  Yes,  I  remember  !  I  decided  that  the  "  Last 
Supper  "  on  the  refectory  wall  at  Milan  was  greater 
than  any  work  of  Raphael  or  Michelangelo.  One 
was  always  told  they  come  first,  Ruskin,  who  had 
nothing  to  say,  and  said  it  with  great  charm,  put 
that  about,  but  I've  learned  for  myself  since  then. 
It  wasn't  even  Leonardo;  it  was  that  time  in 
Madrid  when  I  walked  into  the  big  Velasquez 
room,  and  stood  stock  still  for  ten  minutes.  Here 
was  the  greatest  painter  in  the  world !  I  knew  it 
before  I  moved  again.  .  .  . 

(I  feel  sick  as  a  dog.  Patterns  form  and  reform 
in  my  eyeballs.)  .  .  .  There  was  Murillo  next  door, 
with  his  fifty  assorted  altar-pieces,  Madonnas  and 
saints ;  a  colourist  certainly,  but  a  harper  on  one 
string.  "Murillo,  my  lad,"  I  remember  saying, 
"  you  fall  a  bit  flat ;  all  you  Pope-pleasers  do. 
You  are  damned  monotonous,  if  you  must  know." 

Now  turn  to  Velasquez.  What  did  he  care  for 
tradition  ?  "  You  can  take  it  or  leave  it "  was  his 
way  with  the  cardinals.  Painting  dwarfs,  beggars, 
topers,  cities,  kings,  courtiers,  children,  animals 
— he  saw  all  things  dead  true,  and  painted  as  he 
saw.  Master  of  simplicity,  master  of  light,  utterly 
versatile,  transmitter  of  intellect — not  of  beauty,  he 
stands  head  and  shoulders  above  them  all.  Look 
at  that  "  JEsop  "  !  it  is  the  picture  of  the  world, 
"^sop"  and  "Don  Quixote,"  greatest  of  pic- 
tures and  of  books ;  and  to  come  nearly  together 
out  of  priestridden,  ghoulish  Spain  ! 

The  Velasquez  of  these  days,  master-handler  of 
the  painter's  all-in-all — light — is  one  Whistler,  a 
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cantankerous  eccentric,  whom  critics  deride  and 
men  laugh  at,  whom  Carlyle,  who  sat  to  him, 
called  the  most  absurd  creature  on  the  face  of 
the  earth.  He  may  be,  but,  take  it  from  me, 
this  unpleasant  person  is  going  down  to  immor- 
tality. Picture  the  scene  a  score  of  years  hence. 
Whistler,  sipping  an  absinthe,  is  seated  in  the 
Elysian  Fields.  He  listens  to  heated  remarks  by 
Rossetti,  on  the  fat  women  of  Rubens  and  their 
tendency  to  wallow.  To  them  enters  a  boy  from 
the  "Mundane  Messages  Company." 

"  Are  you  Mr.  Whistler  ?  "  he  asks. 

"  My  name  is  Whistler." 

"Well,  there's  a  message  up  to  say  they  think 
Velasky,  Remnant,  and  you  the  greatest  school  of 
painters." 

Fixing  his  eyes  intently  on  the  Attorney-General1 
— I  mean  the  messenger — Whistler  will  say  acidly, 
"  I  presume  you  mean  Velasquez  and  Rembrandt" 
And  then  thoughtfully  to  Rossetti,  "  But  why  drag 
them  in  ?  No,  boy,  there  is  no  tip  1 " 

.  .  .  How  my  head  goes  round  I  That  widow  is 
swimming  there  again. 

"  Madam ! " 

She  hails  me :  "  I  know  what  you  would  say — 
the  mouldy  library,  n'est-ce  pas  f  .  .  .  The  inevit- 
able must" 

"  Gilbert's  wittiest  pun  I  Then  you  are  not  utterly 
heartless  ?  "  But  she  is  gone  again. 

How  happy  Stevenson  was  that  night  in  the 
wood,  up  in  the  French  hills,  when  he  rose  and 

1  This  strange  allusion  would  seem  to  be  connected  with 
the  trial  Whistler  v.  Ruskin,  described  in  Whistler's  book 
"  The  Gentle  Art  of  Making  Enemies "  (p.  10). 
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made  chocolate  and  heard  the  turn  of  the  night ! 
Surely  it  was  only  the  other  day,  and  yet  he  has 
lain  here,  in  the  forest,  for  four  years.  I  wonder 
how  "  Weir  of  Hermiston  "  was  to  have  ended  ? 
.  .  .  And  "St.  Ives"?  .  .  .  That  marvellous  first 
chapter  of  the  "Ebb  Tide"  !  .  .  . 

Why  did  he  never  use  Australia^?  He  was  there, 
once,  at  least.  All  that  material,  too  !  Did  the 
bushrangers  leave  him  cold  ?  Did  he  never  hear  of 
Fisher's  Ghost  ?  Nor  of  the  Bunyip — that  ghastly 
thing,  half-calf,  half-man,  that  is  said  to  raise  its 
head  from  the  depth  of  some  inland  pool  at  sun- 
down ?  Did  he  never  meet  a  certain  police  magis- 
trate of  Albury  ?  I  can  fancy  such  one  saying, 
"  Mr.  Stevenson,  our  best  romances  are  '  Geoffrey 
Hamlyn,'  'For  the  Term  of  His  Natural  Life,' 
*  Moondyne,'  and — ahem  !  '  Robbery  under  Arms.' 
Read  these,  I  beg  of  you,  and  such  other  material 
as  I  shall  delightedly  put  before  you,  then  write,  and 
make  Steve  Hart,  Gairdner,  or  the  Jew  Boy  im- 
mortal." 

The  "  Bulletin  "  !  Why  was  he  never  asked  to 
edit  the  "  Red  Page  "  ?  Or  was  he  asked,  and  did 
he  refuse  ?  He  could  have  done  the  work  from 
Vailima.  Perhaps  he  didn't  like  the  "  Bulletin "  ; 
there  are  many  very  respectable  people  who  do  not. 
But  Stevenson  was  not  very  respectable — he  was 
great.  To  me,  it  is  the  cleverest  paper  printed,  its 
editor  the  ablest  journalist  of  his  time.  On  the 
Australian  national  idea  it  is  sound  as  a  bell — 
inspired,  one  might  say.  But  it  has  faults.  It 
exposes  and  pulls  down  shams,  but  does  not  always 
build  again.  A  merciless  critic  of  men's  errors,  it 
rarely  approves  their  virtues.  Of  the  rich  it  is 
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unsparing,  showing  thus  a  lack  of  proportion.  The 
rich  are  not  worse  than  the  poor ;  they  never 
were. 

"  Hearts  just  as  pure  and  fair 
May  beat  in  Belgrave  Square, 
As  in  the  lowly  air 
Of  Seven  Dials!" 

The  "  Bulletin  "  must  grow  as  a  force,  for  it  is 
desperately  clever.  It  has  more  than  half  made 
Australian  poetry.  Pegasus  there  was  a  brumby, 
peeping  shyly  from  the  "  bush."  The  "  Bulletin  " 
tames  him  by  kindness  ;  but  as  yet  he  does  not 
amble,  a  lady's  hack,  along  Pitt  Street.  .  .  . 

No  horse  for  me  !  I  am  lying  giddy  somewhere. 
.  .  .  My  eyes  are  still  shut  tight ;  crystallizations 
were  forming  on  the  retina,  till  an  arabesque  appeared 
on  a  blood-red  ground.  It  is  the  scroll  of  Ali.  It  is 
the  shawl  flung  over  Fatima,  when  father  gave  his 
consent  1  Beware  of  jealousy,  Ali  1  There  are  those 
who  .  .  . 

Where  was  I  ?  .  .  .  Adam  Lindsay  Gordon,  gentle- 
man jockey,  set  the  pace  in  poetry.  English  by  birth, 
he  died  by  his  own  hand,  laureate  of  Australia.  He 
wrote  of  horses  and  racing — things  that  bore  me.  I 
like  best  his  poem  to  one  of  the  explorers,  Wills  or 
Leichardt,  dying  of  thirst  in  the  Never-Never.  I  can 
see  the  desert,  and  the  blood-red  sunset,  the  tracks 
of  the  doomed  man,  and  all  the  shadowy  forms  of 
the  night : — 

"With  the  pistol  clenched  in  his  failing  hand, 
With  the  death  mist  spread  o'er  his  fading  eyes, 
He  saw  the  sun  go  down  on  the  sand, 
And  he  slept  and  never  saw  it  rise. 
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'Twas  well ;  he  toiled  till  his  task  was  done, 

Constant  and  calm  in  his  latest  throe; 

The  storm  was  weathered,  the  battle  was  won, 

When  he  went,  my  friends,  where  we  all  must  go. 

****** 

No  tears  are  needed — fill  out  the  wine, 

Let  the  goblets  clash,  and  the  grape  juice  flow; 

Ho  !  pledge  me  a  death-drink,  comrade  mine, 

To  a  brave  man  gone  where  we  all  must  go." 

Then  there  is  Brunton  Stevens,  of  the  Queens- 
land Civil  Service.  His  "Convict  Once"  is  the 
most  sustained  poem  written  in  Australia  ;  it  has 
a  true  "  atmosphere."  He  is  a  poet  of  distinction, 
but  one  born  in  England. 

Paterson,  the  "  bard  of  the  bush,"  set  all  Australia 
talking  of  "  The  Man  from  Snowy  River."  He  is 
the  new  laureate ;  I  give  him  thanks  for  "  Black 
Swans,"  "  Kiley's  Hill,"  "  Saltbush  Bill,"  "  In  the 
Droving  Days."  Paterson,  and  all  these  Australian 
poets,  reek  of  the  "  bush."  That  is  their  glory,  for 
the  "  bush "  is  Australia.  Haven't  I  known  that 
since  I  was  fourteen  ? 

"As  I  lie  at  rest  on  a  patch  of  clover, 

In  the  Western  Park  when  the  day  is  done, 
I  watch  as  the  wild  black  swans  fly  over, 

With  their  phalanx  turned  to  the  sinking  sun  ; 
And  I  hear  the  clang  of  their  leader  crying 
To  a  lagging  mate  in  the  rearward  flying, 
And  they  fade  away  in  the  darkness  dying, 
Where  the  stars  are  mustering  one  by  one." 

I  have  seen  the  swans  flying  in  their  phalanx ; 
I  have  heard  the  clanging  too.  I  was  steeped  in 
the  "  bush  "  ere  I  knew  Africa. 

It's  funny,  I  can't  open  my  eyes  ; — but  I  remember 
things.  .  .  . 
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"  Kiley's  Hill "  is  a  gem.     It  is  a  deserted  bush 
farm  Paterson  tells  of,  and  he  ends  thus : — 

"Where  are  the  children  that  throve  and  grew 
In  the  old  homestead  in  days  gone  by  ? 
One  is  away  on  the  far  Barcoo, 
Watching  his  cattle  the  long  year  through, 
Watching  them  starve  in  the  droughts  and  die. 

One  in  the  town  where  all  cares  are  rife, 
Weary  with  troubles  that  cramp  and  kill, 
Fain  would  be  done  with  the  restless  strife, 
Fain  would  go  back  to  the  old  bush  life, 
Back  to  the  shadow  of  Kiley's  Hill. 

One  is  away  on  the  roving  quest, 

Seeking  his  share  of  the  golden  spoil, 

Out  in  the  wastes  of  the  trackless  west, 

Wandering  ever  he  gives  the  best 

Of  his  years  and  strength  to  the  hopeless  toil. 

What  of  the  parents  ?    That  unkept  mound 
Shows  where  they  slumber  united  still ; 
Rough  is  their  grave,  but  they  sleep  as  sound 
Out  on  the  range  as  on  holy  ground, 
Under  the  shadow  of  Kiley's  Hill." 

Damn  my  head  1  ...  I  think  I  want  to  cry.  .  .  . 
After  Paterson  came  Victor  Daley,  and  there  is  a 
poem  by  him — "  His  Mate  " — I  have  read,  oh  !  so 
many  times.  Again  we  are  out  in  the  far-back  of 
New  South  Wales— out  on  the  salt-bush  plains,  in 
the  drought: — 

"  No  faintest  sign  of  distant  water  glimmered, 

The  aching  eye  to  bless; 

The  far  horizon  like  a  sword's  edge  shimmered, 
Keen,  gleaming,  pitiless." 
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Presently  there  appears,  dragging  himself  wearily, 
a  swagman,  old  and  dead  beat.  As  we  follow  his 
halting  steps,  we  feel  the  desolation,  the  scorching 
of  the  sun,  and  the  slow  passing  of  the  long  day. 
And  when  the  sun  is  sinking  low,  he  comes 
suddenly  on — the  Stranger.  He  is  lying  under  a 
clump  of  salt-bush,  dying  of  thirst,  and  the  broken 
old  swagman  kneels  to  give  him  the  last  of  his 
water : — 

"  Behold  a  miracle  1    For  when  that  Other 

Had  drunk,  he  rose  and  cried, 
'  Let  us  pass  on.'    As  brother  might  with  brother, 
So  went  they,  side  by  side." 

But  old  Andy,  the  swagman,  is  done  for.  As  they 
travel,  in  the  early  hours  of  that  night,  the  stars 
reel,  and  he  falls  in  his  tracks  : — 

"  Beneath   the  moonlight,   with  the  weird,  wan  glitter 

Of  salt-bush  all  around, 
He  lay  ...  ." 

It  is  the  night  of  Christmas  Eve,  and  this  kindly  old 
rip,  for  whom  Christmas  Days  of  vinous  debauchery 
will  not  again  dawn,  hands  his  "cheque"  to  the 
Stranger. 

"  To-morrow's  Christmas  Day :  God  knows  where  I'll  be 

By  then — I  don't ;  but  you, 

Away  from  this  death's  hole  should  many  a  mile  be, 
At  Blake's,  on  the  Barcoo." 

"  Nay  1 "  says  the  Stranger,  with  a  smile.  "  You 
and  I  are  mates.  We  will  spend  our  Christmas 
together — in  heaven." 
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A  grim  jest,  thinks  the  old  man ;  yet  he  accepts 
the  wager,  dying  in  the  very  act. 

"St.  Peter  stood  at  the  celestial  portal, 
Gazing  down  gulfs  of  air  ...  ." 

When  old  Andy's  spirit  happens  along,  greatly 
daring : — 

"  I  want  my  mate  I " 

Behind  those  doors  lay  the  "  glory  unbeholden." 
Angelic  hosts  were  bursting  into  the  anthem  of  the 
Nativity,  and  Peter  at  the  wicket  chafed  to  be  gone. 

"  The  wrong  gate  ! "  he  cries,  and  this  humble  old 
spirit,  with  no  wit  of  cockcrowing,  bows  to  fate. 

Heed  him  not,  old  man  I  A  greater  than  Peter 
has  given  you  rendezvous.  See  ! 

"  The  gates  flew  wide.    The  Glory  unbeholden 

Of  mortal  eyes  was  there. 
He  gazed — this  trembling  sinner — at  the  golden 
Thrones,  terrible  and  fair, 

And  shuddered.    Then  down  through  the  living  splendour 

Came  One  unto  the  gate, 
Who  said,  with  outspread  hands,  in  accents  tender, 

'  Andy !  /  am  your  mate ! ' " 

Let  me  think  if  I  can.  There  was  that  other 
sweet  singer  of  Australia — a  woman,  divine  of  voice, 
strong  of  brain.  We  talked  of  melody,  and  I  told 
her  the  miserere  in  "  Trovatore  "  excelled  all.  She 
did  not  gainsay ;  but  why  should  she  ?  ;  my  ear  for 
melody  is  quite  acute.  Master  in  this,  the  palm 
must  rest  with  Verdi ;  deny  me  his  miserere  and  I 
shall  win  you  over  with  the  incantation  of  the 
priestess  in  "  Aida."  Once  I  slept  at  Assouan,  on 
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that  island  in  the  Nile,  and  at  dead  of  night  awoke. 
It  was  not  the  river  I  heard,  not 

"  ....  the  long  ripple  washing  in  the  reeds," 

but  the  thin,  silvery  notes  of  the  violins,  prelude  to 
the  third  act,  that  portrays  this  very  lapping  of  im- 
memorial Nile  at  its  banks.  That's  genius ;  but 
"  Aida  "  is  all  genius  ;  was  it  not  written  to  order — 
the  greatest  work  in  that  galley  ?  Verdi  writes, 
Ismail  pays,  and  we  buy  the  Canal  shares — so  runs 
the  world  away. 

All  the  operas  are  surging  in  me  now.  An  im- 
mense orchestra  has  tuned  up  in  my  head ;  it  is 
playing  in  an  unknown  key,  and  the  conductor  is 
rapping.  Now  for  a  "  thunder  of  lyres."  .  .  .  That 
is  the  chant  and  barcarolle  from  "  Die  Stumme,"  the 
first  I  ever  heard,  back  in  the  Stuttgart  days,  when 
Anton  Schott  rode  on  his  white  horse.  Incompar- 
able Plancon  !  It  was  surely  your  great  bass  that 
started  the  serenade  to  Marguerite.  .  .  .  Yet  why 
should  I  finish  it  ?  ..."  Till  she  have  a  ring.  Ha  ! 
ha  !  ha ! "  Poor  girl ;  the  preenings  of  an  elderly 
Schwerlein  cost  her  that. 

I  was  in  Venice  four  months  ago.  They  played 
"  Boheme"  there,  a  new  opera.  There  is  a  time  when 
snow  falls  on  the  stage,  and  soft,  white  snow  was 
falling  in  the  music.  That  falling  will  live  in  my 
brain — that,  and  a  bell  that  chimed  at  Malamocco, 
across  the  lagoon. 

Wagner  died  in  Venice,  too.  That  night,  I  like  to 
think,  a  storm-cloud  burst  in  the  North,  by  the 
shores  of  the  Baltic  Sea,  and  amid  the  thunder 
and  the  spindrift  aerial  trumpets  proclaimed  a 
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motiv.  Two  ravens  flew  out  of  the  mist.  Credulous 
listeners  swore  to  the  stately  Walhalla  chords,  others 
to  the  rushing  of  unseen  squadrons,  and  the  sturdy 
shouts  of  IValkiiren,  convoying,  as  of  ancient  wont, 
a  dead  hero.  They  lied  !  The  trumpets  were  bidden 
play  for  no  victor,  but  for  a  soul  storm-tossed  and 
world-weary.  It  was  the  haunting  cry  of  the 
Dutchman  rose  that  night  above  the  tempest,  as 
Wagner  passed. 

I  hold  him  Germany's  greatest.  Where  can  she 
point  to  a  brain  of  like  calibre,  to  a  subtlety  so 
profound  ?  Has  Wagner  been  fathomed  ?  Has  the 
intellect  put  into  the  "  Ring,"  into  the  "  fire-music  " 
— into  "  Siegfried,"  that  pinnacle  in  the  world  of  art 
— yet  been  gauged  ? 

Where  am  If.  .  .  Lying  on  Stevenson's  grave, 
with  a  touch  of  the  sun  ...  I  think  I'm  better! 

I  rose  to  my  feet.  My  eyes  and  brain  now  took 
in  all  the  beauty  of  the  scene : — 

"I  saw 

Here  no  sepulchre  built, 
In  the  laurell'd  rock,  o'er  the  blue 
Naples  Bay,  for  a  sweet 
Tender  Virgil !    No  tomb 
On  Ravenna  sands,  in  the  shade 
Of  Ravenna  pines,  for  a  high 
Austere  Dante  !    No  grave 
By  the  Avon  side,  in  the  bright 
Stratford  meadows,  for  thee 
Shakespeare !  .  .  ." 

For  this  grave  lies  in  a  clearing  on  the  hill-top, 
on  whose  sides  the  tropical  forest  grows  rich  and 
luxuriant.  Far  down  below  are  coco-nut  groves, 
beyond  them  the  roofs  of  Apia,  the  blue  sea,  and 
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the  white  line  of  the  surf  as  it  beats  the  reef.  I 
plucked  tropical  ferns,  that  I  laid  at  his  head  and 
his  feet ;  then  I  read  the  raised  lettering  of  his 
charming  farewell.  Feeling  my  own  man  again,  I 
started  down  the  mountain. 


CHAPTER  XI 
MINE  OWN   PEOPLE 

LOVING  England,  I  would  tell  of  her  strength 
among  the  nations.  Yet  in  no  dithyramb. 
Loving  her,  I  must  show  you  her  weakness,  too. 
Her  strength  is  her  "character."  The  character 
of  the  British  remains  humanity's  best  asset.  This 
"  character "  has  little  to  do  with  brains  or  morals. 
It  is  built  of  respect  for  the  law,  the  strongly 
developed  sense  of  justice,  liberty,  and  fair  play,  a 
fairly  high  standard  in  money  matters,  and  good 
common  sense.  In  one  word,  it  is  balance.  That 
is  our  secret.  We  have  balance,  and  because  of 
it  have  been  called  to  rule  over  half  the  world. 
Then  again,  we  are  the  personality  among  the 
nations — we,  and  the  Chinese — and  the  richest. 

These  things — our  balance,  our  personality,  our 
wealth — bring  us  the  respect  of  all  peoples.  We 
are  not  loved  perhaps,  but  we  are  respected.  Our 
prestige  is  tremendous  ;  the  prestige  of  an  English 
gentleman  is  assured  in  all  parts  of  the  world. 

This  "  balance "  of  ours,  this  ruling  faculty,  is 
unquestioned ;  though  to  say  all  the  English  possess 
it  would  be  wide  of  the  mark.  Among  us,  as 
among  other  races,  it  is  the  few  who  count ;  to 
class  the  ruck  of  England  superior  to  the  ruck  of 

France,  Germany,  or  the  United  States  would  be, 
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to  me,  exaggeration.  Walk  down  the  streets  of 
London — of  any  of  our  cities ;  in  the  faces  of  nine 
in  ten  you  meet,  mediocrity  is  writ,  no  depth  of 
character,  no  vestige  of  the  "  imperial  heritage  "  ; 
the  tradition  that  our  soldiers  are  the  bravest,  our 
sailors  the  best,  our  artisans  the  most  skilful,  that 
in  general  a  Briton  is  worth  any  two  others,  will 
not  hold. 

I  think  this  :  I  think  there  are — it  may  be  a 
quarter  of  a  million,  it  may  be  half  a  million — 
people  among  us  who  count  for  a  great  deal.  These 
are  the  people  of  balance  and  the  salt  of  the  earth  ; 
but  with  us,  as  elsewhere,  mediocrity  abounds. 

We  have  character ;  but  are  neither  brainy  nor 
brilliant.  Here  Italians  and  Frenchmen  walk  round 
us ;  by  the  side  of  educated  Russians  we  are 
children,  and  in  the  United  States  ten  new  thoughts 
are  seething  for  one  in  England  ;  as  a  nation  we 
are  mentally  low  down,  the  mass  of  the  people  dull 
and  narrow. 

The  Englishman  is  insular,  that  is  to  say  ignorant, 
and  intolerant  of  others ;  and  dislike  of  foreigners 
is  a  fixed  thing,  even  among  the  educated.  His 
yellow  press,  his  sensation  novelists,  are  taken 
literally.  All  Americans,  men  mostly  of  his  own 
blood,  be  it  noted,  are  thought  to  be  corrupt ; 
colonials  are  doubtful  people  with  accents,  but 
without  manners  ;  all  Russians  are  political  despots 
or  Nihilists,  all  Chinese  cut-throats,  all  Belgians 
slave-drivers,  and  the  German  waiters  in  London 
look  for  the  signal  to  plunge  their  knives  in  English 
breasts.  So  much  ignorance  in  a  great  people  is 
pitiful.  Yet  what  do  they  care  ?  They  eat  and 
drink  and  marry,  they  go  to  church,  they  discuss 
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the  latest  divorce,  the  football  news,  and  the  price 
of  beer ;  and  in  time  they  die.  They  are  satisfied. 
To  them  the  Briton  is  first,  the  rest  nowhere ; 
England  is  the  one  country,  and  God  Himself 
probably  sprang  from  the  county  families. 

Our  education  is  appalling.  The  fools  must  stay 
fools,  and  the  lower  classes  get  along  as  they  can, 
but  the  people  who  are  to  count  should  be  turned 
out  fit.  Every  boy  of  these  should  be  sent  abroad, 
to  absorb  idiomatic  French  and  German  :  this  would 
give  him  a  money  value  in  the  world  ;  better,  it 
would  open  his  mind,  insularity  would  go,  other 
races  be  viewed  with  tolerance,  the  foreigner,  in 
some  ways  his  master,  be  drawn  on  for  knowledge, 
and  a  broadminded  man  at  last  evolve. 

If  the  English  had  brains  as  well  as  the  governing 
faculty  they  would  be  politically  irresistible.  But 
they  have  not.  They  cannot  see  the  "  other  man's  " 
point  of  view.  They  coerce  white  peoples,  their 
mental  equals,  as  they  would  black,  and  yet  tact 
and  sympathy  with  nations,  as  with  individuals,  are 
the  undoubted  methods  of  approach.  History  shows 
that  they  coerced  Ireland  unjustly  for  hundreds  of 
years.  They  bullied  the  American  colonists  and 
lost  the  richest  country  in  the  world.  They  tried 
the  same  with  the  habitants  in  Quebec,  nearly  losing 
Canada.  With  Bourbon-like  persistency  they  started 
again  on  the  Boers,  to  whom,  conquered  and 
absorbed  into  the  Empire,  they  promptly  denied 
the  "franchise."  The  war  had  been  fought  on 
this  very  question  of  the  franchise,  but  brainless, 
blundering  old  England  took  some  years  to  see  the 
irony  of  the  position ;  it  was  not  until  the  beaten 
Boers  had  been  needlessly  exasperated  that  the 
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absorbed  territories  received  charters  of  self-govern- 
ment. 

With  coloured  subject  races  the  English  are 
different.  With  these  they  succeed ;  the  rdle  of 
benevolent  despot  is  one  they  fill  well.  The  work 
of  the  English  in  India,  taking  the  good  with  the 
bad,  has  been  a  very  great  work ;  it  is  far  the 
biggest  thing  they  have  done.  Armed  with  experi- 
ence, they  are  doing  the  same  with  Egypt  and  the 
Sudan,  with  Central  Africa,  and  with  tropical  islands 
and  dependencies  all  round  the  world.  As  a  law- 
giver, holding  the  balance  and  seeing  fair  play  all 
round,  there  is  no  one  to  touch  the  Englishman ; 
it  is  here  his  character  shows  up  so  indubitably. 
England  has  sent  her  best  to  India  for  generations. 
They  have  slaved  in  the  heat,  year  in,  year  out,  for 
good  pay,  it  is  true,  and  for  advancement,  but, 
above  all  this,  they  have  slaved  for  the  welfare  of 
those  toiling  millions  in  their  care.  But  it  has  been 
well  worth  while.  The  "  White  Man's  Burden  "  has 
sobered  the  English,  taught  them  responsibility, 
given  to  them,  I  verily  believe,  much  of  their 
character.  India  is  England's  real  title  to  fame ; 
on  its  governance  she  will  stand  or  fall  at  the  Day 
of  Judgment. 

The  dominant  type  of  English  (I  have  said  the 
others  are  in  no  way  exceptional)  are  not  deteriorat- 
ing. They  are,  as  always,  subject  to  their  mental 
limitations,  but  their  character  is  strong  as  of  yore, 
their  energy  undimmed,  their  influence  all  over  the 
world  as  a  nation  or  as  individuals  unshaken. 

Their  great  wealth,  natural  result  of  their  fitness, 
is  the  stumbling-block,  for  it  is  fostering  a  race  of 
parasites.  The  core  of  England  is  not  yet  rotten, 
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but  the  country  is  drifting  fast.  The  people  who 
count  are  still  sound  as  a  bell ;  they  are  strong, 
self-reliant,  incorruptible ;  but  the  great  wealth 
stored  up  is  debauching  the  rest.  The  families  of 
the  rich  run  to  seed.  The  young  men,  knowing 
they  are  to  inherit,  won't  work.  They  play  golf, 
they  hunt,  they  travel  in  dilettante  fashion ;  their 
use  is  lost  to  the  nation.  The  women,  even  those 
drawing  as  little  as  ^200  a  year,  are  obsessed  with 
caste,  with  the  refinements  of  gentility ;  they  seem 
to  be  born  tired  and  highly  respectable.  Lacking 
what  Shaw  calls  the  "life  force,"  they  crowd  into 
Bath  or  Bournemouth  or  Mentone,  where  they  sit 
round  tea  and  toast,  a  horde  of  high-caste  drones, 
a  by-product  of  our  wealth. 

Luxury  is  rampant  in  England.  It  calls  for  an 
army  to  minister  to  it — an  army  of  parasites.  Your 
railway  guard,  who  hangs  round  for  his  tip,  is  a 
parasite ;  he  was  once  a  self-respecting  man.  The 
hulking  brute  in  uniform  who  bows  you  in  and 
out  and  opens  your  cab-door  is  a  parasite,  living 
on  his  tips.  The  families  of  the  rich,  as  we  have 
seen,  become  drones.  The  village  lives  on  the  rich 
man's  charities  or  on  his  sports ;  it  is  parasitic. 
Everywhere  one  sees  troops  of  specialized  servants 
— butlers,  lackeys  in  powdered  hair,  French  maids, 
Swiss  valets,  chauffeurs,  gamekeepers,  manicurists, 
poodle-washers,  and  a  hundred  others,  called  into 
being  to  minister  to  luxury  and  wealth.  Purveying 
to  the  rich  is  to-day  the  greatest  industry  in  England. 
It  isn't  a  sound  state  of  things,  and  has  an  appalling 
effect  on  the  mass  of  the  people  ;  they  lose  character 
and  self-respect,  they  fawn  and  loaf  and  take  to 
drink;  indiscriminate  charity  completes  their  de- 
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basement  and  the  alien  is  called  in  to  fill  their 
place.  Honeycombed  by  parasites,  native  and  alien, 
where  would  England  be  to-day  in  a  great  crisis  ? 
Useless  in  defence,  with  no  resisting  power,  their 
insistent  bellies  would  yet  clamour  for  food  with  the 
best.  The  parasite  in  England  gives  one  furiously 
to  think ;  his  elimination  is  become  a  matter  for 
urgent  action. 

In  the  Colonies  it  is  different.  The  colonial  may 
often  lack  in  culture,  and  his  accent  may  be  bad ; 
but  he  is  no  parasite,  he  is  neither  luxurious  nor 
effete,  he  can  grow  his  own  food  supplies,  he  is 
a  fighter,  and  can  defend  his  land — in  brief,  he  is 
a  man.  The  Colonies  are  sound  as  yet. 

The  stability  of  the  Empire,  more  especially  of 
Great  Britain,  is  a  subject  for  all  of  us  who  think. 
I  am,  on  the  whole,  an  optimist.  Our  common 
sense  in  politics,  our  respect  for  the  law,  is  a  big 
asset ;  the  dominating  section  of  our  people,  at  home 
and  abroad,  is  a  bigger  still. 

We  believe  in  a  monarchy,  a  constitutional 
monarchy,  and  history  is  showing  us  all  the  time 
that  we  are  right.  We  are  prepared  to  give,  and  do 
give,  our  King  unbounded  loyalty ;  no  despot,  no 
absolute  ruler,  ever  held  the  prestige,  the  assured 
position,  a  King  of  England  holds  to-day.  Our  King 
draws  big  money.  He  is  most  welcome  to  it.  We 
ask  of  him  common  sense  and  sincerity  more  than 
anything  else  ;  and  we  ask  for  a  sense  of  humour. 
A  king  with  this  sense  does  not  develop  the  "Divine 
Right "  theory,  which  is  out  of  date.  In  Bismarck's 
"  Memoirs,"  dealing  with  the  crowning  at  Versailles, 
he  states  that  the  Emperor,  angered  over  some 
matter  of  policy,  gave  him  his  back  before  all  the 
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people.  That  was  old  Wilhelm's  lack  of  humour, 
his  belief  in  Divine  Right.  Where  had  he  been, 
lacking  a  Bismarck  ? 

A  strong  bulwark  of  Britain  is  the  House  of 
Lords.  It  is,  indeed,  worth  the  Commons  ten  times 
over,  and  the  reason  lies  in  human  nature.  The 
Commons  are  fighting  for  place  and  power :  some 
seek  titles,  some  money ;  they  are  climbing,  they 
needs  must  toady  constituents,  trim  their  views  to 
party.  The  Lords  are  not  trimmers,  for  place  and 
power  and  prestige  and  wealth  are  theirs ;  they  have 
all  they  want.  Moreover,  they  are  not  so  much 
nobles  as  notables  or  experts,  with  whom  the  House 
is  continually  replenished.  The  working  members 
are  mostly  astute  men  of  affairs,  thinkers,  the  pick 
of  the  nation,  and  not  to  be  coerced.  There  is  no 
body  of  men  like  this  in  the  world.  Democracy 
may  have  its  virtues,  feudalism  certainly  its  faults, 
but  in  a  crisis,  where  England's  stability  is  at  stake, 
the  House  of  Lords  will  stand  out  a  bulwark.  What 
it  advises,  in  those  dark  days,  will  be  right. 

And  there  is  the  navy.  England's  navy  is  Eng- 
land's all  in  all ;  if  it  falls,  neither  King,  nor  Lords, 
nor  Commons,  nor  the  army,  nor  the  grit  of  the 
people,  nor  the  Colonies  themselves  would  avail 
us.  If  the  navy  falls,  England  falls,  and  for  ever. 
Our  future  is  bound  up  with  a  strong  navy.  I 
am  no  alarmist,  no  Jingo — for  example,  I  am  a  lover 
of  Germany  ;  but  it  makes  me  sick  at  heart  to  see 
our  navy  at  the  mercy  of  party  politics.  The  German 
navy  has  been  placed  outside  politics  ! 

What  is  strength  for  the  navy  ?  The  "  two  ships 
for  one  "  standard  as  against  the  next  strong  is  a 
sound  formula.  It  is  not  only  sound,  it  is  vital. 
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Let  us  place  our  navy  outside  politics  ;  then,  if  our 
Budgets  will  not  run  to  the  formula,  let  our  King 
pass  round  the  word.  The  rich  of  England  will 
make  good. 

And  our  stability  is  bound  up  with  India.  How 
much  bound  up  only  those  who  govern  and  those 
who  have  lived  in  this  great  Eastern  Empire  can 
realize  1  India  means  everything  to  us  ;  she  means 
more  than  all  the  Colonies  together.  She  is  bound 
to  us  hand  and  foot ;  they  but  by  sentiment,  that 
a  moment's  strain  might  sever.  India  has  brought 
out  the  best  that  is  in  us ;  she  has  rounded  our 
character.  To  the  control  of  India  is  due  our  vast 
prestige ;  when  we  lose  her,  our  place  in  the  world 
is  gone.  England's  strength  is  her  lordship  of  the 
East.  We  could  not  withdraw  if  we  would.  If  we 
withdrew  a  hundred  jarring  races  would  be  at  each 
other's  throats,  and  the  butchery  of  pusillanimous 
Hindus  for  their  wealth  would  be  appalling.  India 
will  never  be  self-governing.  If  we  withdrew  it 
would  but  be  to  make  room  for  Russia,  or  Germany, 
or  Japan.  But  we  are  in  India  for  all  time. 

Who  are  those  who  denounce  us  about  India  ? 
I  tell  them  they  do  not  know  the  facts.  We  exploit 
the  country — of  course  we  do — but  not  cynically. 
We  draw  wealth  from  India,  but  the  Indians  are 
fast  piling  up  wealth  themselves.  Look  at  Bom- 
bay !  Where  will  you  find  a  richer  community 
than  the  Parsees  ?  Look  at  Rangoon,  where 
owners  refuse  ^10,000  an  acre  for  land  on  the 
foreshore  1  Look  at  the  native  wealth  stored  in 
the  Punjab,  in  Benares,  in  Calcutta  1  No,  the 
argument  is  unsound;  the  British  have  put  more 
into  India  than  they  ever  took  out.  There  is  some 
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unrest  in  India.  There  is  in  all  lands.  It  comes  in 
this  case  from  a  fractional  minority,  half-educated, 
unused,  and  dissatisfied,  who  think  they  can  govern 
themselves.  This  minority  is  Hindu ;  if  we  with- 
drew they  would  go  down  before  the  followers  of 
Mahomet  as  corn  before  the  reaper.  But  we  make 
mistakes  too.  We  encourage  young  Indians  to  be 
educated  in  England.  They  go  to  the  Universities, 
they  mix  with  us,  they  are  treated  as  social  equals. 
Then  they  go  home  and  are  treated  as  inferiors.  Is 
it  surprising  that  they  nurse  anti-British  ideals  ? 
The  caste  of  the  Anglo-Indian  is  rigid  as  that  of  the 
Hindu.  With  the  natives  he  is  generally  just,  but 
not  always  congenial.  The  native  is  human;  he 
often  responds  deeply  to  a  kind  tone;  treat  him  with 
some  consideration,  and  he  will,  as  a  rule,  recipro- 
cate. I  speak  of  what  I  know,  for  I  have  had  deal- 
ings with  many  of  the  subject  peoples.  But  in 
India  I  have  heard  Englishmen,  young  officers  and 
the  like,  talk  to  natives  unbearably.  I  have  more 
than  once  seen  well-meaning  but  frightened  ser- 
vants lashed  and  kicked.  When,  at  the  King's 
Durbar,  I  saw  paralysed  Sikh  veterans  carried  to 
their  seats  by  officers  and  civilians,  this  was  forgiven, 
but — it  is  not  the  way  to  hold  India. 

These  poor  people — for  they  are  mostly  peasants 
and  mostly  poor — are  a  sacred  charge  on  us.  They 
look  to  the  white  man  to  protect  them  and  to  hold 
the  scales  of  justice.  Education  they  do  not  need  ; 
it  is  futile ;  missions,  too,  are  very  doubtful ;  but 
food,  and  comfort,  and  protection,  irrigation,  sound 
land  laws,  the  control  of  usurers  and  extortioners — 
these  are  the  things  England  is  called  on  to  supply, 
and  they  do  not  call  on  her  in  vain. 
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From  Tuticorin  I  have  travelled,  even  to  the  North- 
west Frontier.  In  the  dim  morning  light  I  entered 
Peshawar.  It  was  a  desert,  but  we  have  made  it  a 
garden.  I  passed  under  the  trees,  by  rose  hedges 
and  running  water.  It  was  not  yet  sunrise,  but  bag- 
pipes were  playing,  and  a  Highland  regiment 
marched  out.  I  drove  over  the  plain  to  the  fort  of 
Jamrud,  and  entered  the  pass.  It  was  open  that  day 
to  traffic,  and  the  caravans  to  and  from  Kabul  were 
slowly  defiling.  Pickets  of  the  Khyber  Rifles  guarded 
the  passage,  cut-throats  of  this  frontier  strip,  who, 
for  a  subsidy,  serve  us  thus  loyally  two  days  in  the 
week.  Returning  to  Peshawar,  I  entered  at  evening 
the  turbulent,  throbbing  native  city.  I  passed  alone 
through  its  dens  and  alleys  and  took  no  thought  of 
its  armed,  lawless  mob,  for  I  was  an  Englishman, 
and  an  Englishman  on  the  Indian  frontier  is  still  a 
king. 

There  is,  I  think,  no  real  menace  to  our  hold  over 
India.  The  native  unrest,  such  as  it  is,  ought  to  be 
met  by  legitimate  concessions,  but  ideas  of  self- 
government  are  visionary  and  unsound.  I  believe 
the  English  to  have  the  sanction,  even  the  goodwill, 
of  the  vast  mass  of  the  people.  We  are  strong  with 
the  native  princes,  whose  help  in  a  crisis  would  be 
no  small  asset.  We  are  strong,  finally,  because  we 
know  our  cause  a  just  one,  because  we  govern 
wisely,  because  we  help  the  weak  and  the  oppressed, 
and  because  we  give  India  the  best  that  we  have 
to  give. 

The  final  factor  in  the  stability  of  Great  Britain 
is  the  self-governing  Colonies — Canada,  Newfound- 
land, South  Africa,  Australia,  New  Zealand.  Our 
hold  on  these  is  a  sentimental  hold  only ;  yet  it  is 
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infinitely  strong,  stronger  than  it  has  ever  been. 
The  Colonies,  I  think,  will  never  leave  England,  but 
the  time  is  come  when  they  should  of  right  enter 
into  her  councils.  The  internal  affairs  of  Britain 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  Colonies — local  Free 
Trade  or  Protection,  even,  is  hardly  a  matter  for  their 
decision  ;  but  in  our  foreign  relations  they  must 
have  a  share :  if  they  are  to  fight  for  England,  they 
must  know  the  why  and  the  wherefore.  Take  the 
case  of  Japan.  Japan  is  to-day  England's  ally  ;  but 
she  is  not  Australia's  ally,  and  might  indeed  become 
her  bitter  enemy.  If  the  Anglo-Japanese  alliance 
was  explained  in  all  its  bearings  to  Australian  states- 
men, and  received  their  approval,  well  and  good. 
If  not,  Britain  did  a  foolish  act ;  Australia  means 
more  to  her  than  twenty  Japans. 

It  was  the  colonial,  thrown  into  the  balance,  who 
won  us  the  Boer  War — the  colonial,  fighting  the 
Boers  on  their  own  lines. 

A  dear  old  friend  of  mine  in  Natal,  one  of  the 
scouts,  was  asked  by  a  number  of  British  cavalry- 
men to  lead  them  in  a  night  sortie.  Their  colonel, 
a  British  peer,  heard  of  it,  and  was  furious.  "  Damn 
you,  sir  ! "  he  shouted,  "  are  you  in  command,  or 
am  I  ?  "  "  And  damn  you,  my  lord,  for  speaking 
to  me  like  that  1 "  It  cost  him  the  D.S.O.,  but  I 
fancy  it  brought  one  of  the  haw-haw  brigade  to  his 
senses.  On  the  battlefield,  the  colonist  gives  no 
man  best.  We  shall  want  him  again. 

England's  foreign  policy,  as  I  see  it,  can  be 
summed  up  in  four  words  :  "  Prestige  in  the  East." 
The  European  concert,  the  balance  of  power,  are 
for  us  more  or  less  abstractions.  We  are  islanders, 
Europe  is  not  our  hunting-ground.  Let  us  live  on 
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friendly  terms  with  Europe  by  all  means,  but  let  us 
remember  that  what  they  think  of  us  in  Calcutta 
and  Kabul  and  Teheran  and  Peking  is  what  really 
matters. 

Solidity  in  India  is  the  keynote  of  our  foreign 
policy.  To  this,  I  add  "friendship  with  the  Chinese." 
We  are  not  so  strong  in  China  as  of  yore.  Parkes 
has  gone,  Hart  has  gone  ;  we  have  lost  ground, 
and  were  I  England's  Foreign  Minister  I  would 
devote  myself  to  regain  it.  All  the  nations  look 
longingly  at  China.  To-day  we  find  rivals  where 
fifty  years  ago  were  none,  but  there  is  a  subtle 
something  between  Briton  and  Chinaman  that 
would  win  out  for  us  again.  Besides,  have  we  not 
Hong- Kong,  the  best  part  of  Shanghai,  Singapore, 
and  the  Malay  States  ?  Millions  of  Chinese  live 
under  our  flag  and  are  satisfied.  The  rich  settle 
with  us  ;  they  even  gamble  in  our  tin  mines,  and 
are  not  always  the  losers. 

I  want  to  see  China  coming  to  us  once  more, 
and  England  guiding  her  political  destiny ;  our 
good  name,  our  prestige,  must  shine  out  again  over 
the  Middle  Kingdom. 

Am  I  a  visionary  ?  Am  I  only  opening  China 
for  the  missionary,  the  concession-hunter,  the 
adventurer — in  other  words,  for  trouble,  followed 
by  the  gunboat  ?  I  hope  not.  I  think  not.  The 
utmost  prestige  in  China  is  our  clear  policy ;  but 
there  is  more  behind.  England's  destiny  is  in  the 
East,  with  the  Eastern  peoples ;  if  we  follow  our 
destiny  we  shall  not  go  far  wrong. 

I  have  shown  England's  strength.  Let  me  now 
show  where  her  weakness  may  lie.  Her  greatest 
weakness  is  her  wealth  ;  it  is  breeding  luxury  and 
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loafing  among  the  rich,  and  has  brought  into  being 
an  army  of  parasites.  This  is  a  real  menace. 

Then  there  is  Ireland.  Where  political  health 
should  be  is  a  festering  sore.  The  Irish  have 
been  badly  handled ;  they  have  been  bullied  for 
hundreds  of  years,  and  have  piled  up  a  reckoning 
against  us  that  won't  be  easily  wiped  out.  The 
Irishman  is  a  hard  creature  to  govern.  He  is 
cantankerous,  he  is  priestridden,  yet  he  has  many 
good  points,  and  for  the  sake  of  our  past  injustice 
has  got  to  be  humoured  back  to  friendship.  For 
twenty  years  now  we  have  handled  Ireland  well ; 
we  have  begun  a  work  of  national  rehabilitation. 
So  far  so  good ;  we  have  made  some  impression. 
The  Irish  say  :  "  Yes,  you  are  handling  Ireland  well 
now,  but  we  want  to  handle  it  ourselves.  We  know 
our  wants,  our  aspirations,  better  than  the  English 
do.  We  are  the  Irish.  Let  us  run  our  own 
country."  That  the  Irish  demands  seem  foolish 
is  not  the  point  at  issue.  I  myself  think  them  so  ; 
but  I  realize  what  sentiment  means  to  this  people, 
and  I  know  the  sobering  effect,  in  a  man  or  a 
nation,  of  responsibility.  A  self-governing  Ireland 
would  not  weaken  the  Empire  ;  of  that  I  feel  sure. 
Let  our  only  claim  on  her  be  sentiment ;  yet  who 
more  loyal  than  our  Colonies,  where  sentiment  only 
binds  ?  Ireland  might  even  set  up  a  tariff  against 
us ;  indeed,  I  believe  the  want  of  a  tariff  is  half  the 
trouble.  Well,  let  her  do  so.  If  she  is  to  prosper, 
if  she  is  to  regenerate  under  a  tariff,  we  cannot 
honestly  stand  in  her  way  ;  the  Colonies  themselves, 
more  loyal  than  Ireland,  are  all  tariff-walled. 

The  first  step  is  agreement  in  Ireland  herself,  a 
political  and  religious  adjustment  between  Catholic 
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and  Protestant.  This  is  indeed  imperative.  The 
friends  of  Ireland  are  deeply  concerned  that  she 
shall  rise  to  this  great  occasion. 

As  for  the  enemy  without  our  gates  :  I  survey 
the  world  and  find  Britain  at  peace  with  all  nations ; 
nor  on  the  horizon  do  we  see  any  question  to 
engulf  us  in  strife  with  our  fellows. 

Yet  politics  are  ever  in  flux  ;  power  rises  and 
falls  :  to-day's  clear  sky  may  portend  Armageddon  a 
year  hence. 

Let  us  look  to  possible  menace.  There  are  three 
nations,  and  three  only,  whose  aspirations  might 
conflict  with  our  own.  In  the  order  of  innocuous- 
ness  I  name  them — Russia,  Japan,  Germany. 

Russia,  let  me  say  at  once,  is  no  serious  menace. 
She  and  we  have  no  cause  for  quarrel.  Russia  is 
unwieldy,  she  is  unorganized,  her  diabolic  strength 
and  cunning  are  figments  of  the  imagination.  She 
does  not  want  India.  She  has,  in  her  own  gigantic 
Empire,  bitten  off  more  than  she  can  chew,  or 
finance,  and  is  not  looking  for  more  trouble.  Her 
march  on  India  was  a  great  bluff,  her  reply  to  our 
wanton  invasion  of  the  Crimea.  But  it  served  its 
turn.  It  kept  us  terrified  for  years.  It  lost  us 
Afghanistan,  and  the  ail-but  suzerainty  of  Persia 
and  Tibet.  The  Russian  does  not  love  the 
English,  neither  does  he  hate  us,  He  hardly  knows 
us.  He  is  a  shy  being,  proud  and  reserved,  who 
has  little  use  for  any  foreigner.  The  Russian 
officer  might  welcome  a  war.  Not  for  hatred  oijj 
us,  but  as  a  short  cut  to  more  medals.  Medals  -are 
his  god.  I  have  seen  Russian  breasts  which  never 
faced  a  foe  plastered  from  end  to  end. 

The  military  strength  of  Russia  on  the  frontier  of 
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Trans-Caspia  and  Turkestan  has  been  exaggerated. 
It  is  at  present  a  training-ground  for  her  first-year 
recruits,  not  a  garrison  for  veterans.  Her  secret 
railway  from  Merv  to  Kushk,  which  was  closed  to 
me,  is  part  of  the  bluff.  Between  the  Russian 
frontier  and  British  India  lie  nearly  600  miles. 
Imagine  a  Russian  army  leaving  its  base  and 
advancing  into  the  Afghan  hills  !  The  Amir  is  the 
only  absolute  monarch  to-day,  and  his  warriors, 
armed  every  man  with  his  rifle,  are  not  less  effective 
than  they  were  in  1841.  Let  us  suppose  this  army, 
that  may  already  be  decimated  and  bedraggled, 
entering  the  Khyber,  or  one  of  the  passes ;  how  is  it 
to  get  through  ?  I  confess  I  don't  know.  But  let 
it  get  through  ;  let  it  emerge,  at  Jamrud,  on  to  the 
plains  of  India.  Peshawar  is  nine  miles  away, 
Pindi  a  few  hours  down  the  line,  and  the  frontier, 
from  end  to  end,  a  network  of  railroads  and 
organized  strength.  Let  us  admit  the  truth.  Our 
Indian  frontier  is  in  superb  strength,  Afghanistan  an 
effective  buffer,  and  the  menace  of  Russia  against 
India  a  myth.  The  Russians  don't  want  India. 
What  they  do  want,  or  at  least  should  have,  is  more 
justice  from  our  writers,  recognition  of  their  qualities, 
of  their  education,  their  art,  their  music,  their  litera- 
ture, and  of  their  struggles  towards  a  condition  of 
betterment. 

Some  years  ago,  on  a  winter's  day,  I  was  walking 
down  the  Newsky.  The  Dowager  Empress  came 
galloping  in  her  sledge,  when  a  man  standing  by  my 
side  rushed  into  the  road.  He  held  in  his  hand  a 
long  rolled  paper,  that  might  have  been  dynamite,  but 
was  a  petition,  and  the  Empress  took  it,  as  station- 
masters  take  the  staff,  at  full  speed.  There  was  no 
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scene,  no  running  of  police,  no  movement  of  any 
sort ;  yet  this  was  broad  daylight  in  the  capital  of 
Russia,  and  I  thought  that  access  to  our  own  Queen, 
in  our  own  capital,  was  less  easy.  Russia  is  not  all 
she  is  painted,  nor,  between  Russian  and  Briton, 
need  there  be  ought  but  amity. 

The  menace  from  Japan,  if  such  should  ever 
come,  would  be  that  of  a  nation  forced  by  small 
area  and  press  of  population  to  expand.  Except  in 
her  bleak  north,  Japan  is  a  teeming  country ;  her 
people  reproduce  at  an  immense  rate.  Of  late  years 
she  has  added  to  her  Empire  Formosa,  Korea,  the 
southern  half  of  Sakhalin,  and  acquired  a  strong 
hold  in  lower  Manchuria ;  but  these  lands  were 
already  well  filled,  in  their  fertile  parts,  and  I  foresee 
the  time  to  be  not  distant  when  Japan  will  have  to 
fight  again  for  expansion.  To  seize  Eastern  Siberia 
means  another  war  with  Russia ;  but  Japan  is  not 
looking  for  trouble  that  way.  Well  she  knows  that, 
but  for  the  money  markets  of  London  and  New 
York,  that  may  next  time  be  closed  to  her,  and  but 
for  the  internal  dissensions  in  Russia,  unlikely  to 
recur,  Kuropatkin  would  have  slowly  worn  her 
down,  driven  her  from  the  mainland,  and  recaptured 
Korea. 

There  remains,  alternative  to  Eastern  Siberia, 
Northern  Australia — a  vast,  fairly  fertile,  and  well- 
watered  country,  that  has  for  all  practical  purposes 
no  population  at  all.  Here  lies  the  menace.  Japan 
has  cast  longing  eyes  here  already  ;  her  Intelligence 
Department  knows  the  country  as  the  Australians 
themselves  do  not.  When  the  time  is  ripe,  when 
Japan  is  overpopulated  to  desperation,  when  her 
navy  overawes  the  Far  East,  what  is  to  prevent  her 
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trying  for  this  great  territory  ?  I  do  not  say  she 
would  succeed,  being  a  poor  country,  and  finance 
the  biggest  factor  in  modern  warfare  ;  but  were  I 
Prime  Minister  of  Australia  I  should  take  steps  to 
make  the  Northern  Territory  a  less  tempting  oppor- 
tunity for  Japan  than  it  is  at  present. 

The  greatest  factor  of  power  in  the  Japanese  is 
tremendous  patriotism,  found  in  all  classes  of  the 
people.  As  example,  note  what  a  highly  placed 
scientist  did — a  Professor  of  Geology  at  a  Japanese 
University — during  the  war  with  Russia.  Japan  was 
about  to  issue  a  big  loan,  when  the  European 
papers  announced  the  discovery,  somewhere  in  her 
provinces,  of  a  rich  goldfield.  A  few  days  later  it 
was  cabled  to  Europe  that  this  official  had  visited 
the  field  and  vouched  for  the  presence  of  four 
hundred  million  sterling  of  gold  1  The  loan  went 
like  wildfire.  Some  time  later,  nothing  more  being 
heard  of  the  goldfield,  the  professor  was  asked  by 
an  American  engineer  if  it  existed.  "  No,  it  does 
not,"  was  the  reply.  "  But  you  reported  on  it  ? " 
"  Yes."  "  And  your  report  was  a  lie  from  beginning 
to  end  ?  "  "  Yes."  "  Do  you  know  that  you  have 
ruined  your  professional  reputation  ? "  "  Yes. 
But  I  did  it  for  my  country.  I  would  do  it  again. 
I  would  die  if  need  be."  That  is  where  Japan  is 
strong. 

I  admire,  rather  than  love,  the  Japanese.  The 
lower  classes  are  charming  ;  but  in  the  middle  and 
upper,  under  a  veneer  of  politeness,  they  are  cold 
and  selfish,  exploiting  the  foreigner  for  all  he  is 
worth.  I  do  not  say  they  are  wrong — each  nation 
is  for  itself  in  the  world — but  they  fail  to  enthuse 
me.  We  are  useful  to  the  Japanese  now.  A  time 
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will  come  when  we  shall  be  useful  no  longer.  But 
Japan  is  a  poor  country:  the  Russian  war  left  her 
financially  exhausted,  her  people  lack  national 
stamina  and  aggressive  personality  ;  to  me  they  are 
not  one  of  the  forceful  coming  peoples.  I  cannot 
see  Japan  a  World  Power,  I  cannot  see  the  Jap 
classed  with  Chinaman  and  Hindu  as  the  ultimate 
survivor  in  the  East. 

There  remains  Germany.  Russia  may  menace 
India,  and  Japan  Australia,  but  the  question  of 
Germany  hits  Britain  herself.  We  live  on  a  small 
island,  and  we  face,  across  a  narrow  sea,  the  most 
powerful  nation  of  Europe,  the  strongest  army 
in  the  world,  and  a  people  greater  than  ourselves 
in  numbers,  highly  organized,  efficient,  and 
arrogating  to  themselves  an  imperial  destiny.  As 
with  the  Japanese,  the  Germans  are  increasing 
rapidly,  their  land  is  filling  fast ;  Europe  offers 
them,  or  will  soon  offer,  no  scope.  Yet  they 
must  expand.  Theirs  is  a  necessity  that  knows  no 
law.  Germany  is  the  giant  tree  in  the  forest ;  she 
will  grow,  and  the  smaller  trees  will  give  way 
before  her  as  surely  as  .they  do  in  nature. 

Millions  of  Germans  have  already  left  their 
country  and  settled  abroad.  Many  are  in  Russia, 
in  the  States,  in  South  America,  in  England,  and 
they  are  found  all  over  the  British  Empire.  The 
Germans  settle  down  in  any  community  where 
they  find  themselves ;  they  learn  the  language, 
they  prosper,  and  they  generally  become 
naturalized.  They  are  no  longer  Germans.  That 
is  the  root  trouble  of  the  whole  German  question — 
they  are  no  longer  Germans.  There  is  room  and 
to  spare  in  the  world  for  surplus  Germans  for 
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a  century  to  come,  on  one  condition — that  they 
cease  to  be  Germans;  and  it  is  this  condition 
that  is  driving  Emperor  and  statesmen  to  dis- 
traction. 

Germany,  then,  that  is  to  say  the  governing 
Germans,  has  decided  that  she  shall  expand  on 
her  own  account,  that  she  shall  acquire  colonies, 
and  retain  for  herself  her  surplus  population.  I 
will  not  say  they  have  officially  formulated  this, 
but  it  lies  quite  surely  at  the  back  of  their  heads. 

They  have  made  a  beginning.  They  are  building 
a  strong — a  very  strong  navy.  This  navy,  whatever 
its  aim,  is  to  England,  the  Island  Power,  as  a  red 
rag  to  a  bull.  The  command  of  the  sea  has  always 
been,  must  always  be,  our  life-blood.  We  can 
take  no  risk  of  any  sort  where  this  command  is  at 
stake,  and  the  growth  of  this  great  German  navy  at 
our  very  doors  is  a  menace  of  the  first  magnitude. 

Our  case  is  unanswerable.  We  say  this  :  Germany 
is  an  astute  nation  that  works  in  the  dark,  and  when 
she  is  ready  she  pounces.  She  pounced  on 
Schleswig-Holstein  in  1864,  and  Schleswig  was 
not.  She  defeated  Austria  in  1866,  in  seven  weeks. 
She  worked  quietly  till  1870  ;  then  she  pounced 
once  more,  and  the  French  went  under.  Are  we 
to  assume  that  she  will  never  pounce  again  ?  Are 
we  to  compose  ourselves  and  talk  of  brotherly  love, 
waking  one  morning  to  find  there  has  been  a  night 
attack,  that  our  battleships  lie  torpedoed  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sea,  that  our  food  is  cut  off,  that 
many  of  our  possessions  lie  at  the  invaders'  mercy, 
and  that  Great  Britain  and  her  world-wide  Empire 
are  things  of  the  past  ?  Yes,  my  peace-loving 
friends,  it  is  all  very  horrible,  this  talk  of  more 


MINE  OWN  PEOPLE  215 

battleships,  and  quite  ridiculously  opposed  to  the 
spirit  of  Christ,  whom  monarchs  continually 
acclaim  !  But  it  may  come  to  mean  the  bread 
in  your  bellies,  the  very  blood  in  your  veins.  We 
dare  not  take  the  risk.  We  may  be  wrong  ;  yet  how 
can  we  possibly  tell  what  lies  in  the  brain  of  the 
German  General  Staff  ?  Do  you  remember  the 
refrain  of  Larbi,  the  flute-player  in  "  The  Garden 
of  Allah,"  or  was  it  the  song  of  the  freed  negroes 
of  Touggourt  ? — "  No  one,  but  God  and  I,  knows 
what  is  in  my  heart."  No  one,  but  God  and  the 
German  Staff,  knows  what  is  in  theirs. 

I  have  made  it  clear  that  we  can  take  no  risk  with 
Germany.  Our  navy  must  be  supreme,  we  must  be 
efficient  in  all  departments  of  defence.  I  will  not 
be  misunderstood,  then,  if  I  say  now  that  I  am  a 
lover  of  Germany,  an  admirer  of  her  people,  and 
do  not  believe  she  deliberately  compasses  our 
downfall. 

Let  Germany's  case  be  put.  Her  navy  is  not 
being  built  to  rival  ours,  but  to  protect  her  great 
shipping,  to  give  her  a  prestige  on  sea  commensurate 
with  her  tremendous  prestige  on  land.  Her  wars  of 
1864-70  were  fought  for  the  purpose  of  welding 
the  German  States  into  one  strong  whole,  of  setting 
her  up  as  a  great  European  Power.  This  accom- 
plished, no  more  wars  are  necessary. 

England  is  not  aimed  at  by  Germany  for  the 
following  reasons:  (i)  Because  England  is  too 
powerful,  her  navy  excels,  her  great  Colonies  are  too 
strong  to  be  captured.  (2)  Because,  in  a  war  with 
England,  the  whole  financial  sentiment  of  the 
world  (including  the  Jews),  which  is  the  strongest 
factor  in  modern  warfare,  would  be  against  her,  and 
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because  England's  collapse  would  so  upset  the 
world's  financial  fabric  as  to  ruin  Germany  herself. 
(3)  Because  the  sentiment  of  nearly  all  the  world, 
but  especially  of  the  United  States,  would  be  on 
the  side  of  England.*  (4)  Because  she  would,  if 
successful,  ruin  her  best  customer.  (5)  Because  she 
fears  internal  trouble,  from  socialism  and  the  like. 
(6)  Because  a  drawn  battle  would  mean  commercial 
ruin  for  Germany  and  England  and  the  economic 
lordship  of  the  United  States  and  Japan.  (7)  Be- 
cause her  aspirations  lie  elsewhere. 

Weigh  these  things.  Put  yourself  in  Germany's 
place,  and  see  what  attack  on  England  means  1  It 
might  succeed  ;  but  the  risks  of  failure  are  too 
horrible  for  her  to  contemplate.  While  that  big 
navy  of  hers  rides  in  the  North  Sea,  we  must  out- 
build her  two  for  one,  but  I  am  not  one  of  those 
who  read  the  omens  of  coming  war. 

Our  policy  as  regards  Germany  must  not  be  that  of 
dog-in-the-manger.  We  have  to  recognize  that  she 
must  expand  ;  provided  she  leaves  us  alone,  we 
must  not  block  and  thwart  legitimate  aspirations. 
I  am  on  delicate  ground  here ;  but  there  is  Asiatic 
Turkey,  there  is  Brazil,  there  is  Paraguay.  I 
wonder  what  the  General  Staff  thinks  of  Southern 
Russia  ?  If  the  last  came  to  the  last,  Russia  is 
easier  prey  than  we. 

I  have  given  much  thought  to  the  question  of 
Germany's  expansion.  Give  her  a  real  outlet,  a  real 

*  The  Americans  would  not  remain  neutral.  Leave  senti- 
ment out  of  the  question,  but  picture  England  cut  off,  being 
starved  out  by  Germany,  and  a  dozen  or  so  American  ships, 
laden  with  food,  sunk  by  the  Germans.  Human  nature  would 
do  the  rest. 
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Colonial  Empire,  and  you  can  reduce  European 
armaments  by  one  hundred  millions  a  year. 
Frankly,  I  would  like  to  say  to  her,  "  Take  Southern 
Brazil,  that  glorious  Empire  in  the  hands  of  a  weak, 
third-rate  people ;  get  the  Americans,  by  hook  or 
crook,  to  abrogate  their  Monroe  doctrine ;  rally  to 
your  side  those  300,000  Germans  already  settled  in 
Rio  Grande  do  Sul,  pour  in  your  people  and  your 
capital,  and  settle  down  to  develop  a  great  and  rich 
Colonial  Empire.  Is  this  a  dream  ?  Is  Monroeism 
adamant  ?  Yet  if  the  "  greatest  good  for  the  greatest 
number"  ever  applied — if  the  aphorism  ever  had 
bearing — it  is  here. 

If  Brazil  is  a  dream,  then  the  Yankees,  not  we,  are 
the  stumbling-block  to  German  expansion  ;  but  I 
leave  the  South  American  dream  with  a  sigh. 

Must  we  fall  back  on  Asiatic  Turkey  ?  Well,  let 
Europe,  for  the  sake  of  her  peace,  map  out  a  German 
Empire  in  the  near  East ;  let  us  install  her  there  ;  let 
us  wish  her  well,  thanking  the  fates  we  found  a 
safety-valve  before  the  boiler  burst.  A  German 
sphere  in  the  near  East,  so  long  as  we  remain 
efficient,  need  be  no  real  menace.  We  are  not 
hit  so  much  as  Russia ;  that  Black  Sea  of  hers 
must  always  be  a  shaky  outlet.  Russia  must  get 
her  sop,  though — Northern  Persia  and  an  open 
port  in  the  Gulf. 

It  sounds  sketchy,  does  it  not  ?  this  cutting  up 
of  the  weak  and  badly  governed  States ;  but  what 
is  the  alternative  ?  If  Germany  is  determined  to 
expand,  she  will.  It  is  better  she  should  do  so 
along  the  lines  of  least  resistance  than  run  amuck 
in  Western  Europe,  bringing  civilization  tumbling 
about  our  ears. 
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I  know  our  Empire.  I  know  it  from  Dawson 
to  Stanley,  from  Nassau  to  Cooktown,  from  Bay 
of  Islands  to  Hokitika,  from  Srinagar  to  Bhamo, 
from  Kowloon,  Kwala  Lipis,  and  Khama's  Town 
to  Kumasi  and  Khartoum.  I  claim  to  speak  as 
one  who  has  seen. 

Surveying  the  Empire  to-day,  we  find  one  long 
record  of  progress.  In  England  the  effete  may 
be  gaining  ground,  but  the  great  outlying  Empire  is 
sound.  There  are  those  who  say  we  are  retrograd- 
ing. We  are  not ;  we  are  consolidating  our  position 
in  a  marked  way. 

Great  openings  do  not  come  as  they  did.  The 
world  is  pretty  well  allotted  now,  and  the  boundaries 
rounded  off.  Our  future  is  becoming  localized. 
Yet  the  days  of  our  Empire's  romance  are  not 
dead.  Look  at  plantation  rubber !  Was  there 
ever  romance  like  to  this  ?  Are  the  British  played 
out  who  saw  this  coming,  and  boldly  went  in, 
carrying  off  before  the  world's  eyes  great  wealth  and 
a  standard  industry  ?  Watch  Canada  become  a 
food  producer  of  the  first  magnitude  ;  watch  South 
Africa  forge  ahead  under  Union ;  watch  West 
Africa  develop  a  tremendous  trade ;  watch  the 
Empire,  in  addition  to  her  manifold  industries, 
produce  her  own  cotton,  and  maize,  and  oil,  and 
paper,  and  tobacco,  and  then  say,  if  you  can,  that 
there  is  retrogression  1 

Nor  is  British  progress  confined  to  the  Empire. 
We  are  the  world's  creditor.  We  control  two-thirds 
of  the  total  output  of  gold.  British  bankers  are 
stationed  throughout  the  East,  in  South  America,  in 
Mexico,  in  Africa,  in  the  islands — wherever  there  is 
money  to  bank.  The  great  railway  system  of  Argen- 
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tina  is  ours,  the  railways  of  Peru,  and  nearly  every 
other  line  on  that  continent.  We  own  State  and 
municipal  loans  all  over  the  world — tramlines, 
waterworks,  electricity,  gas,  harbours,  and  docks. 
Our  shipping  enters  every  port,  our  insurance 
reaches  every  town  ;  in  brief,  British  capital  and 
energy  and  solidity  represent  a  sum  total  whose  loss 
the  world  could  not  begin  to  contemplate.  No,  the 
British,  the  men  who  spring  from  England,  are  not 
retrograde  ! 

What  shall  I  say  in  conclusion  ?  Modesty,  in 
strong  nations  as  in  strong  men,  is  a  seemly  thing. 
We  are  strong ;  let  us  therefore  curb  the  loud  tongue, 
the  braggart  press,  the  Jingo,  the  mob  that  would 
rush  us  into  war.  "When  nations  gain  the  pitch 
where  rhetoric  seems  reason,"  says  Meredith,  "  they 
are  ripe  for  cannon's  food."  There  is  a  deal  of 
rhetoric  among  us  these  days. 

I  am  no  politician.  At  times  I  tremble  to  see  great 
national  questions — the  navy,  the  Lords,  Home  Rule 
for  Ireland,  Free  Trade,  or  Tariff  Reform — under  the 
bias  and  buffet  of  party.  Fifty  years  ago  these  things 
did  not  matter — England  was  supreme  ;  to-day, 
while  England  has  not  gone  back,  other  nations 
have  come  forward.  We  are  now  running  a  fierce 
economic  race  with  the  United  States  and  Germany. 
On  our  immediate  handling  of  things  we  can  pull 
ahead  again,  or  we  can  fall  a  lap  behind.  The  navy 
is  our  first,  and  at  present  our  last,  line  of  defence. 
It  should  be  put  outside  politics.  A  shipbuilding 
formula  (but  excluding  the  United  States)  should  be 
laid  down  and  be  unalterable. 

Ireland  should  have  Home  Rule,  come  what 
may.  Put  her  on  the  footing  of  a  colony,  assume 
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her  Catholics  neither  more  nor  less  loyal  than  French 
Canadians  or  Boers,  and  trust  to  human  nature 
to  throw  up  a  Laurier  or  a  Louis  Botha. 

The  Colonies,  if  they  are  to  fight  for  us,  must 
have  a  voice  in  our  foreign  and  imperial  affairs. 

These  are  three  simple  issues,  and  form  the  first 
part  of  a  national  programme.  As  arguments  for 
welding  England  they  are  irresistible. 

After  these,  a  thing  apart,  is  the  question  of  uni- 
versal military  service.  It  is  a  complex  question, 
bound  up  with  the  national  character  and  with 
the  food  supply,  and  touches  some  issues  of  great 
magnitude. 

I  favour  universal  service.  I  believe  it  will  come. 
But  from  a  practical  point  of  view  I  don't  see 
it  coming  just  at  once.  You  must  educate  the 
country — first,  to  the  idea ;  second,  to  the  cost :  but 
the  very  strength  and  costliness  of  the  navy  we 
have  formulated  are  against  us.  Your  unimagina- 
tive taxpayer,  having  provided  you  with  an  appar- 
ently impregnable  navy,  and  being  traditionally 
imbued  with  the  love  of  personal  freedom,  will 
want  something  very  like  facts  to  shift  him. 

There  is  one  reason  for  delay  that  commends 
itself.  Ten  years  hence  aerial  warfare  may  have 
become  a  factor  ;  this  may  entail  immense  read- 
justments, more  perhaps  on  sea  than  on  land,  and 
lead  to  a  new  military  era. 

The  day  of  the  amateur  is  over.  The  "  playing- 
fields  of  Eton  "  type,  the  "  charge  of  hunting  men 
from  the  shires,"  will  not  avail  against  Krupp  steel. 
An  army,  to  resist  invasion,  must  be  scientific  ;  to 
be  efficient,  it  must  be  immense.  But  you  must 
feed  it.  If  you  create  an  army,  you  must  organize 
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a  food  supply,  or  the  scheme  will  be  futile.  We 
are  a  seething  people,  on  an  island,  and  we  don't — 
economically  we  can't — grow  half  the  food  we  eat. 
If  our  navy  were  defeated — driven  off  the  waters — 
we  should  be  ringed  round  with  cruisers  and  our 
supplies  cut  off.  What,  then,  would  avail  our 
national  army  ?  A  million  highly  drilled  men 
would  gaze  fiercely  out  to  sea,  bellowing  in  im- 
potent rage  against  invisible  foes.  In  the  back- 
ground, hungry,  frantic  women  might  grow  mustard 
and  cress  on  wet  flannel,  but  in  a  few  months  the 
country  would  be  without  food,  we  should  capitu- 
late, and  that  would  be  the  end  of  England. 

A  national  army  by  all  means  ;  but  a  food  supply 
first !  This  should  take  the  form  of  Government 
stores  or  granaries,  to  hold  from  a  year's  to  two 
years'  supplies,  and  be  drawn  on,  or  replenished, 
with  absolute  system.  Until  these  are  in  existence 
we  should  discourage  ideas  of  a  national  army. 

If  our  food  reserve  can  be  supplied  by  the 
Colonies,  so  much  the  better ;  we  ought  to  be 
prepared  indeed  to  make  sacrifices  under  this  head, 
and  in  these  "national  stores"  may  lie  the  key 
to  some  scheme  of  colonial  preference.  This 
question  is  highly  abstruse,  but  is  subsidiary  to 
the  vital  factor  of  food  supply,  and  should  evolve 
out  of  the  solution  of  that  factor. 

So  far  so  good.  We  have  solved  the  food 
question.  We  see  our  way  to  universal  service, 
and  to  the  creation  of  a  scientific  citizen  army ; 
under  such  England  may  rest  secure ;  she  can 
now  resist  invasion  with  a  second  line  of  defence. 

But  what  about  militarism  ?  It  will  follow 
universal  service,  as  night  follows  day,  and  in 
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some  of  its  phases  is  a  damnable  thing.  It  was 
not  militarism  made  England  great ;  indeed,  it  was 
its  negation,  the  development  of  individualism,  and 
I  doubt  if  that  fine  flower  of  us,  the  English 
character,  would  survive  the  militarism  of  the 
Continent.  Yet  even  as  I  doubt  I  am  heartened  ; 
sui  generis  is  our  old  England,  sui  generis  will  she 
remain  through  all  martial  evolution. 

A  modified  militarism,  then,  we  must  look  for, 
tinged  by  our  national  character  ;  but  garnering  in 
resolutely  our  loafers,  incipient  drunkards,  un- 
employables,  and  physical  weaklings,  making  men 
of  them,  half  solving  the  problem  of  unemploy- 
ment, dealing  a  blow  at  parasitism  and  luxury — a 
blow  so  urgently  needed,  and  steadying  the  whole 
nation. 

Our  people  may  never  see  the  foe,  our  dear 
islands  never  be  destined  to  suffer  invasion ;  but 
physical  training,  discipline,  self-denial,  the  power 
to  shoot — these,  as  adjuncts  to  a  supreme  navy  and 
a  forceful  people — are  needed  to  keep  at  their 
pristine  strength  the  glories  of  England. 


CHAPTER  XII 
"THROUGH   THE  SEVENTH   GATE" 

DO  you  remember  that  blue  dome,  the  tomb 
of  the  Agha's  father  at  Teheran,  that  flashed 
in  the  sun,  and  grew  dull  again,  and  changed  colour 
with  every  cloud  in  the  sky  ?  That  is  like  our 
world — the  Shadow-Show  ;  joy  and  misery,  good 
and  evil,  are  crossing  our  sky  from  birth  to  death, 
and  our  moods  reflect  them  as  those  old  Persian 
tiles  reflected  the  heavens.  There  are  days  when 
I  know  myself  a  god,  when  all  things  bend  to  my 
will.  And  there  come  times,  as  surely,  when  I 
writhe  in  my  depression,  and  the  waves  close  over 
my  head.  Who  or  what  am  I  ?  for  I  myself  do 
not  know.  But  a  moment  agone  I  was  a  patriot, 
a  thinker  for  England ;  yet  at  this  moment,  all  the 
evil  and  the  misery  of  the  world  sweep  before  me, 
and  I  know  myself,  in  a  wider  field,  a  grappler 
with  disillusion. 

Humanity  is  shrieking  of  its  progress,  and  I  do 
not  see  it.  Change  in  material  things  I  see — pro- 
found change  ;  but  of  ethical  advance,  that  blending 
of  human  nature  with  the  Divine  Essence  that  must 
lie  behind  things,  there  seems  no  vestige. 

Can  you  see  progress  ?  Is  machinery,  with  its 
great  steamers,  swift  trains,  and  airships  that  are 
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to  drop  dynamite  progress  ?  Is  rapid  travel  pro- 
gress, or  greater  commercial  turnover,  or  the  Stock 
Exchange,  or  party  politics  ?  Are  our  law  courts 
progress,  where  rich  litigants  wear  poor  ones  to 
death ;  or  our  newspapers,  which,  mad  for  a  sen- 
sation, would  plunge  the  peoples  into  war  ? 

We  are  evolving.  Our  brains  are  become  subtle, 
our  organism  complex,  our  nerves  raise  us  to 
heights,  depress  us  to  depths,  the  earlier  men  never 
knew.  Yet  we  have  left  the  vital  problems  un- 
solved. Selfishness,  jealousy,  and  hate  have  come 
through  unscathed,  as  have  love,  effort,  and 
courage;  human  nature  stands  just  where  the 
Creator  left  it. 

Let  us  open  the  window  of  humanity  and  take 
stock  of  our  so-called  "  progress."  Strange,  angry 
cries  reach  us  from  all  directions.  These  are 
not  the  cries  of  idealists,  who  see  the  absolute 
standards  set  at  naught,  but  of  partisans,  fighting 
man  against  man,  creed  against  creed,  nation 
against  nation.  The  cries  of  humanity  are  only 
factional  cries  ;  the  warning  about  those  two  who 
went  up  into  the  temple  to  pray  is  forgotten,  and 
intolerance  is  roaring  at  large. 

Intolerance,  in  nations  as  in  men,  is  a  symptom  ; 
the  disease  is  ignorance — crystallization  of  mind, 
to  be  feared  by  us  as  our  fathers  feared  the  devil. 
In  this  twentieth  century,  as  ever,  the  nations 
are  vain-glorious  and  self-righteous.  Majorities  are 
patriotic,  rarely  critical,  yet  brains,  energy,  bravery, 
altruism — the  things  we  value — are  widespread  as 
the  world  ;  good  and  bad  are  not  to  be  localized. 

Do  you  hear  a  piercing  cry  rising  momentarily 
above  the  rest  ?  That  is  the  English  denouncing 
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the  Congo,  who  shout,  "Down  with  Red  Rubber 
and  the  Slave  Gang  ! "  The  charge  is  true — ex- 
aggerated, yet  in  essence  true.  Slavery  has  existed 
there,  and  torture,  and  Belgium  is  stained.  Yet 
who  are  we  to  cry  out  ?  Are  there  not  in  London, 
at  our  own  door,  a  million  beings  miserable  and 
degraded  as  any  in  the  Congo  ?  Read,  too,  as 
I  did  some  years  ago,  an  official  report  on  the 
natives  of  West  Australia  and  their  treatment.  It 
was  horrible.  It  was  worse  than  slavery. 

And  what  of  our  opium  trade  ?  What  of  the 
Indian  Government,  the  greatest  opium  merchant 
in  the  world,  who  for  many  years  made  millions  of 
profit  out  of  China,  and  only  now  relinquishes  this 
revenue  ? 

"Oh,"  reply  the  English,  "if  India  didn't  sell 
opium  to  China,  some  one  else  would.  Better  we 
than  they." 

"  Quite  so,  quite  so  ! "  murmured  astute  old 
Leopold  of  Belgium.  "  Our  case  is  a  similar  one. 
If  we  didn't  force  the  natives  to  work  and  to  collect 
rubber,  their  own  chiefs  would  do  so.  Better  we 
than  they." 

We  are  great,  too,  on  atrocities  in  Armenia,  and 
about  once  a  year  lash  the  Turk  with  a  furious 
invective.  I  wonder  how  many  of  the  English 
know  just  what  the  Armenian  is,  how  his  character 
compares  with  that  of  his  so-called  oppressor  ? 

In  any  case,  we  have  Ireland — our  own  Armenia  ; 
where,  for  centuries,  the  people  were  browbeat  and 
coerced,  and  will  need  careful  and  tactful  handling 
for  a  long  time  to  come. 

Or  turn  to  America.  The  Yankees  fix  their  eagle 
eye  on  the  wrongs  of  Finland  or  Macedonia.  A 

Q 


226  THE   SHADOW-SHOW 

mass  meeting  of  denouncement  is  called  in  Boston, 
where,  as  it  closes,  ten  thousand  perspiring  ratepayers 
stand  and  sing  : — 

"  My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty." 

And  out  in  the  street  newsboys  are  calling.  There 
has  been  a  massacre  of  blacks  in  Georgia  by  the 
mob.  A  white  woman  has  been  outraged  by  a 
negro  ;  to  avenge  her,  some  twenty  innocent  and 
respectable  men  have  been  shot  and  burned  at  the 
stake. 

"  Home  was  never  like  this  1 "  think  the  Finns. 

There  are  worse  things,  though,  than  intolerance, 
darker  shadows  that  cross  our  sky  ;  disease  is  one, 
and  grinding  poverty,  and  the  drink  traffic,  and  the 
unfit,  and  the  misery  that  stalks  at  noonday. 

What  is  our  vaunted  civilization  ?  For  the  rich, 
for  the  well-to-do,  it  is  a  soft  cushion,  a  bed  of 
feathers  ;  but  they  must  not  look  beneath,  for  it 
rests,  ultimately,  on  an  army  of  the  very  poor.  The 
poor  are  always  and  fearfully  with  us,  and  as  our 
wealth  increases  so  does  their  degradation.  Actual 
hunger  they  often  know,  actual  want ;  while  wearing 
anxiety,  bad  food,  insufficient  warmth  and  sleep 
and  leisure  and  happiness  is  their  lot  from  beginning 
to  end. 

See  the  huge,  listless  army  of  the  poor  drag  itself 
by !  See  these  women  drudges,  ekeing  out  life  on 
ten  shillings  a  week,  these  labourers,  keeping  wife 
and  family  on  fifteen  shillings,  these  many  thousands 
of  the  unskilled,  at  the  mercy  of  each  economic 
breeze,  these  unnumbered  shop  workers,  these 
sweated,  threadbare  hands  and  clerks  and  human 
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machines  for  whom  the  future  can  hold  nothing  in 
store  ! 

These  people  are  slaves.  We  cannot  explain  the 
ugly  word  away.  They  dare  not  have  wills  of  their 
own,  wants  of  their  own.  They  dare  not  complain. 
Such  beings  have  no  reserve  fund,  nor  can  they 
build  one  up.  They  live  from  hand  to  mouth. 
They  have  rarely  twenty-four  hours'  start  from 
hunger;  if  they  fall,  they  fall  for  ever,  and  the 
ranks  close  in. 

We  mean  well,  no  doubt;  but  that  inexorable 
thing,  the  law  of  supply  and  demand,  is  the  real 
factor.  Do  you  hear  a  sort  of  deep  rumbling  ?  I 
is  the  new  generation  coming  along.  There  are 
millions  of  them  !  Millions  more  slaves — ten  for 
one  man's  place — and  the  clergy  are  egging  the 
people  to  breed! 

Hurrah  for  a  denser  population  !  See  how  the 
capitalists  and  the  great  employers  leer,  washing 
their  hands  with  invisible  soap  !  Labour  is  cheap 
to-day  1 

Forget,  a  moment,  the  poor  and  degraded,  and 
take  note  of  this  dreadful  army  who  approach. 
These  are  the  mentally  and  bodily  unfit,  on  their 
way  to  get  married.  They  go  with  the  good  wishes 
of  society  and  the  Church.  With  light  hearts  they 
will  beget  children,  bestowing  on  them  physical  and 
mental  heritages  from  which  there  is  no  escape. 
But  you  must  not  interfere,  we  allow  these  things  ; 
those  of  us  who  know  the  facts  are  too  cowardly  to 
protest.  Some  of  these  men  are  partis,  and  your 
British  mother  is  a  dragon  when  the  parti  appears. 
Who  said  "phthisis"  ?  Heaven  help  such  officious 
wight  ! 
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Let  us  close  the  window  again.  The  tale  of 
evil  and  misery  and  futility  is  but  half  told,  yet  told 
enough. 

All  religions  die  in  time.  Their  early,  virile  con- 
ceptions become  lost  in  a  maze  of  mysticism, 
ritual,  and  dogma.  Our  religion  is  dying  this  way. 
She  is  but  a  shell  now  ;  and  vestments  and  wafers 
and  oriented  genuflections  and  intonings  and 
Athanasian  creeds  and  burning  candles  are  what 
she  offers  as  the  Waters  of  Life. 

The  Church  has  lost  its  hold.  By  refusing  to 
come  in  line  with  modern  thought,  it  alienates  those 
who  think.  What  signifies  an  audience  of  old 
women  or  flighty  girls,  when  the  brainy  men  of 
the  community  are  in  their  libraries  or  out  on  the 
links  ? 

The  man  who  gives  the  Churches  the  go-by  is 
not  a  bad  man.  He  is,  more  often  than  not,  the 
thinking  man ;  and  when  he  thinks  what  religion 
was  meant  to  be,  and  what  it  has  become,  he  laughs 
aloud.  What  are  dogmas  to  him  ?  Will  they 
bring  peace  to  Ireland  ?  Will  they  breed  sympathy 
between  labour  and  capital  ?  The  "  two-and-seventy 
jarring  sects,"  with  their  vagaries,  their  narrowness, 
cause  him  amusement  rather  than  otherwise. 

Our  thinker  is  a  traveller,  and  he  notes — in  China, 
in  Zululand,  in  Central  Africa,  in  a  hundred  foreign 
parts — a  great  dissipation  of  money  and  energy  in 
missionary  effort.  Some  of  it  seems  to  be  good, 
some  bad,  and  the  greater  part  useless.  The 
heathen,  who  have  neither  our  wants  nor  our  com- 
plex organisms,  are,  on  the  whole,  happy  and  con- 
tented. If  one  thing  in  the  world  is  certain,  it  is 
that  the  heathen  are  happier  than  our  own  sub- 
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merged,  who  form  one-third  of  our  population, 
whose  need  for  uplifting  is  in  all  senses  greater. 

Our  thinking  man  is  kindly  and  tolerant :  when 
he  hears  of  Christian  Churches  denying  the  rites  of 
burial  to  some  poor  suicide,  venting  their  rancour 
on  him,  dead,  on  his  family,  living,  it  makes  his 
blood  boil.  Who  are  we  to  assail  these  poor  tor- 
tured creatures  ?  What  had  their  final  agonies  to  do 
with  us  ?  "  Judge  not,  that  ye  be  not  judged,"  my 
lord  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  ! 

One  hundred  and  seventy-one  Bishops  of  the 
Anglican  Church  assemble  at  Lambeth,  and  they 
make  decision,  by  87  votes  to  84,  to  deny  the  bless- 
ing of  the  Church  to  the  innocent  party  in  a  divorce 
who  may  marry  again.  Pshaw  I  You  old  men  are 
no  doubt  well-meaning,  but  you  don't  know.  You 
must  adapt  yourselves  to  modern  intellect,  or  it  will 
presently  pass  over  you  like  a  steam-roller.  More- 
over, such  a  union  is  legal  to  the  State,  and  yours  is 
a  State  Church.  Go  carefully,  if  you  would  escape 
disestablishment  1  There  are  social  dignities  and 
fat  endowments  some  of  you  would  ill  surrender. 

Religion,  as  we  have  evolved  it,  is  become  a 
flabby  thing.  It  is  a  creed  for  the  well-to-do,  a  creed 
of  the  tall  hat,  whose  votaries  dare  not  peer  below 
the  surface  of  things.  We  are  concerned  with  the 
supernatural,  with  miracles,  with  three  Gods  who 
are  one  God  ;  scornful  of  science,  we  treat  sin  and 
misery  as  casual  factors,  removable  by  prayer,  and 
ignore  the  reign  of  law  through  which  we  move 
from  birth  to  death.  Meanwhile,  in  our  rich 
Christian  England,  one-third  of  the  people  live  on 
the  border-line  of  poverty,  or  below  it,  drinking 
raw  spirit  to  deaden  their  thought. 
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Does  our  religion  look  into  the  causes  of  all  this  ? 
No  !  It  ignores  scientific  inquiry.  Empiric,  credu- 
lous, it  thinks  to  cure  by  indiscriminate  charity,  and 
floods  the  country  with  organizations  which  pau- 
perize the  masses,  breed  parasites,  and  ruin  the 
character  of  the  lower  classes  wholesale.  Chris- 
tianity can  give  men  money.  My  religion  would 
teach  men  to  earn  it. 

And  our  ethics  are  become  flabby.  We  build 
free  sanatoria,  we  glory  in  saving  the  lives  of 
consumptives  and  weaklings  generally.  Well  and 
good.  Then  we  allow  them  to  breed  1  Under  the 
aegis  of  the  Churches  an  orgy  of  generation  goes 
on.  The  unfit  breed,  and  the  mentally  weak,  and 
the  degenerates,  and  the  submerged,  whose  im- 
mense families  overflow  into  State  homes  or  work- 
houses. Owing  to  our  flabby  brand  of  religion, 
which  welcomes  the  halt  and  the  maimed  and 
the  half-witted,  we  are  vitiating  the  strain  to  the 
last  degree ;  we  are  blocking  the  likeliest  of  all 
paths  of  human  progress. 

If  this  be  the  way  of  constructive  Christianity, 
I  declare  for  the  other  way.  I  would  take  in  hand 
paupers,  drunkards,  loafers^  criminals ;  I  would 
spend  on  them — on  our  own  problems — the  moneys 
now  wasted  on  the  happy  heathen,  and  I  would 
start  scientific  reform.  Some  of  these  would  be 
reformed  ;  quite  as  many  would  be  unreformable, 
and  these  latter,  whom  you  now  fill  with  bread 
and  soup  and  allow  to  perpetuate  the  race,  I 
would  sterilize,  or  keep  rigidly  apart.  If  they 
worked,  they  should  live  ;  but  the  lunatics,  the 
degenerates,  without  qualm  on  my  part,  would  go 
to  a  painless  death. 
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Now  let  me  ponder. 

Reason  sits  in  her  seat  to-day,  and  I  know 
things  are  not  what  they  seem.  Do  you  think 
that  in  a  thousand  guesses  theologian  or  philoso- 
pher has  reached  the  heart  of  things?  No — not 
in  a  myriad  !  Our  meaning,  in  time  and  space, 
is  utterly  vague.  Could  we  but  gaze  on  the  white 
light  of  reality,  all  our  codes  must  shrivel  up, 
Christian  and  agnostic  alike  stand  aghast. 

This  is  the  Shadow-Show.  It  is  no  figure  of 
speech.  We  men  and  women,  who  come  we  know 
not  whence,  go  we  know  not  whither,  who  move 
through  a  world  we  do  not  comprehend,  in  the 
grip  of  inexorable  laws  we  cannot  explain,  are  the 
Shadows  of  all  time. 

The  "  reign  of  law  "  holds  us  as  in  a  vice.  Nature, 
who  can  be  kind,  as  she  can  be  infinitely  cruel, 
makes  her  sport  of  us.  Of  her  ultimate  decision 
there  is  no  faintest  hint. 

The  world  around  us,  Nature  materialized,  is  a 
beautiful  world ;  I,  of  all  men,  know  that.  But 
under  her  beauty,  what  awful  forces  lurk,  what 
inexorable  laws  ! 

The  Law  of  Life,  be  it  for  man,  animal,  or  plant, 
is  the  same — struggle.  Eat  or  be  eaten.  Over- 
throw or  be  overthrown.  Stand  firm  or  be  swept 
aside.  The  strong  and  the  adaptable  survive,  as 
they  were  meant ;  they  are  effective  and  joyous, 
finding  life,  on  the  whole,  a  pleasant  thing.  The 
weak  and  the  unfit  fail  and  die,  as  they  were  meant ; 
they  are  ineffective,  altogether  futile,  and  for  them 
life  is  ugly  and  wretched. 

There  is  cause  and  effect — a  thing  so  inexorable, 
and  so  relentless,  as  to  rivet  our  keenest  faculties. 
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Cause  and  effect  is  the  manifestation.  Behind  it 
lies  the  law,  and  the  law  I  take  to  be  the  "  inter- 
relation " — the  oneness — of  all  things. 

We  have  seen,  in  these  very  pages,  how  a  stoppage 
of  tram-cars  in  Delhi,  some  years  ago,  was  a  direct 
result  of  the  marriage  of  Mahomet's  daughter  with 
AH  in  the  seventh  century.  We  have  seen  that  the 
discovery  of  silver  at  Potosi,  in  1545,  ^  to  Mr. 
Roosevelt  becoming  President  of  the  United  States 
in  1901 ;  the  two  events  occur  356  years  apart,  yet 
their  inter-relation  is  undoubted. 

Now  consider  an  example,  supposititious  yet  not 
improbable,  which  we  will  ourselves  construct. 

A  London  paper  receives  important  news,  and 
issues  a  special  edition.  The  sub-editor,  pleased 
with  the  look  of  the  "  extra,"  and  with  the  celerity 
displayed,  takes  a  sovereign  from  his  pocket,  and 
gives  it  to  the  compositor  mainly  concerned. 
This  man,  with  a  large  family,  living  on  the  border- 
line of  debt,  has  an  ailing  child,  and  uses  the  windfall 
to  take  his  child  to  a  specialist.  The  specialist, 
examining,  sees  an  unusual  development  of  disease, 
and  following  this  up,  makes  a  minor  discovery  in 
pathology.  He  writes  an  article  on  this  which  is 
published  in  a  medical  journal.  Another  doctor 
buys  a  copy  of  this  journal,  and  accidentally  leaves 
it,  opened  at  the  article  in  question,  on  a  table  in  a 
tea-shop.  A  woman  next  occupies  his  seat;  she 
sees  the  open  journal,  and  her  eyes  note  the  words, 
"We  must  now  proceed  to  diagnose.  .  .  ."  The 
syllable  "  nose  "  becomes  connotative,  and  she  pro- 
ceeds to  use  her  handkerchief  with  some  violence. 
Returning  it  to  her  reticule,  she  notes  with  satisfac- 
tion the  initials  embroidered  in  the  corner,  and 
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starts  off  to  order  a  dozen  more  at  Marshall  and 
Snelgrove's. 

We  will  not  accompany  her  up  Bond  Street,  nor 
try  to  follow  up  the  effects  of  the  compositor's 
gratitude,  the  child's  treatment,  the  specialist's 
future,  the  thousands  to  be  benefited  by  his  dis- 
covery, and  the  changes  wrought  in  their  fortunes  ; 
but  we  will  note  this  :  that  just  as  vibrations,  from  a 
stone  cast  into  a  pond,  reach  every  drop  of  water 
in  that  pond  so,  sooner  or  later,  every  man  and 
woman  in  the  world,  and  most  things  living  and 
dead,  would  be,  some  in  greater,  some  in  lesser 
degree,  brought  into  touch  through  that  act  of  the 
editor,  that  giving  of  a  small  piece  of  yellow  metal. 
I  need  not  further  elaborate.  The  inter-relation  of 
all  things,  mental  and  material,  the  "  oneness  "  of 
the  universe,  is  absolute,  and  our  connexion  with 
the  great  mosaic  utterly  close,  utterly  inextricable  ; 
a  wine  merchant  may  sneeze  and  the  destinies  of 
Denmark  be  affected,  a  billiard  professional  travel 
second-class  and  the  price  of  tea  harden  perceptibly. 

There  must  be  a  meaning  of  cause  and  effect, 
and  of  this  inter-relation  of  things.  I  believe  it  to 
be  that  all  things  are  the  manifestations  of  some 
ONE  THING — some  all-embracing  medium — re- 
ceiving into  itself,  and  giving  out  again,  the  myriad 
permutations  of  matter  and  mind,  of  being  and  not- 
being,  that  make  up  the  universe. 

Let  us  take  this  problem,  this  search  for  the  ONE 
THING,  to  the  physicists.  These  men  have  been 
probing  very  deeply  into  the  heart  of  things  ;  they 
are  going  to  be — they  now  are — nearer  to  the  Infinite 
than  all  the  mystics,  all  the  metaphysicians  who 
ever  lived. 
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"  You  in  search  of  ONE  THING  ? "  cry  the 
physicists.  "  So  are  we.  From  the  time  Mendel£eff 
rounded  off  the  Periodic  Law,  we  have  known  that 
all  elements,  all  matter,  must  be  variations  of  some 
underlying  ONE  THING.  Furthermore,  the  dis- 
coveries of  radio-active  substances,  and  their  extra- 
ordinary metamorphoses,  have  set  us  hot  on  the 
scent."  (Here  follows  a  physical  dissertation  on 
atoms,  and  on  the  electron — one  thousand  times 
smaller  again.) 

We  need  not  follow  the  atomic  discoveries :  but 
we  must  listen  to  the  words  of  a  President  of  the 
British  Association,  to  the  words  of  the  man 
with  the  most  penetrative  brain  in  England  to-day : 
"...  for  the  most  natural  view  to  take,  as  a  pro- 
visional hypothesis,  is  that  matter  is  just  a  collec- 
tion of  positive  and  negative  units  of  electricity." 

These  units  are  the  electrons — mere  whiffs  of 
energy ;  yet  these  whiffs  of  energy  seem  to  be  not 
only  the  basis  of  the  universe,  but  the  universe 
itself.  They  are  energy,  yet  their  inconceivable 
rapidity  of  movement  causes  them  to  assume  sub- 
stance. Matter  would  thus  seem  to  be  born  out  of 
energy  ;  and  a  bunch  of  grapes,  a  wardrobe,  a  man, 
a  star,  are  merely  so  many  impalpable  electrons, 
grouped  in  varying  atomic  structures,  and  revolving 
inside  their  atoms  with  a  force  truly  appalling. 

If  the  physicists  are  right,  matter  is  merely  energy 
in  violent  movement ;  ENERGY  looms  up  as  the 
ultimate  basis  of  the  universe,  the  ONE  THING, 
and  our  Shadow-Show  becomes  a  reality  ! 

I,  too,  will  set  a  provisional  hypothesis  before 
you  : — 

"  If  matter  is  energy,  brain  is,  and  all  that  brain 
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brings  into  being  ;  it  follows  that  thought  and  will 
are  energy,  and  many,  if  not  all,  forms  of  good  and 
evil,  happiness  and  misery.  And  being  energy,  they 
are  indestructible. 

"  Inherent  in  this  subtle  energy  which  may  under- 
lie all  things,  as  it  is  inherent  in  electricity,  must 
be  '  polarity.'  The  forces  we  call  good  and  evil, 
happiness  and  misery,  and  all  the  positive  and 
negative  forces  df  life,  are  polarized  forms  of  energy. 
They  are  balancing  factors  in  the  structure  of 
things." 

I  feel  that  "  polarity  "  or  "  balance  "  may  be  the 
master-key  to  the  universe.  A  universe  of  energy, 
with  a  guiding  brain  in  control,  would  establish 
itself  along  just  such  lines.  The  theory  of  "  balance," 
looked  into  deeply,  shows  so  world-wide  a  tendency 
as  to  suggest  a  law.  Balance  permeates  all  things  ; 
there  seems  to  be  no  positive  without  a  negative,  no 
negative  without  a  positive.  We  may  liken  the 
universe  to  a  mass  of  grains  of  sand,  so  tightly 
packed  that  a  man's  finger  pressed  into  one  part  of 
the  mass  will  cause  a  bulging,  exactly  equal  to  the 
depression,  at  some  other  part.  In  other  words,  for 
each  movement,  each  happening,  each  thought  in 
the  universe,  there  is  a  balancing  condition  set  up. 
We  may  not  see  it,  we  may  not  realize  it ;  but  in 
some  form,  mental  or  material,  palpable  or  impalp- 
able, it  is  inexorably  there. 

If  energy  forms  the  fabric  of  the  universe,  and 
balance  should  be  its  law,  where  do  we  stand  ? 
We  see  now  that  evil  and  misery,  and  all  the  nega- 
tive forces,  may  be  part  of  the  fabric  itself,  and  inde- 
structible, but  so,  too,  are  good,  and  happiness,  and 
all  the  positive  forces ;  the  position  might  be  worse.  It 
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is  because  there  is  evil  that  there  can  be  its  balancer 
— good  ;  it  is  because  there  is  poverty  that  there  can 
be  those  who  alleviate ;  it  is  because  there  is  disease 
that  there  can  be  those  who  heal ;  the  policeman 
gains  promotion  at  the  expense  of  the  criminal, 
and  the  barrister  wealth  because  men  still  hate ; 
it  takes,  literally,  all  sorts  to  make  a  world. 

In  a  "  balanced  "  universe,  the  evil  side  of  things 
is  a  necessary  condition.  You  think  not  ?  Well, 
we  shall  test  it,  on  conventional  religious  lines.  A 
famous  divine,  before  a  vast  congregation,  prays  to 
the  Almighty  to  abolish  disease  from  the  world,  and 
the  Almighty  hears,  and  answers.  Disease  ceases. 
But  at  the  same  time  cease,  from  disuse,  medicine, 
surgery,  research  work,  nursing,  hygiene,  antiseptics, 
drainage,  and  such  personal  qualities  as  cleanliness, 
self-denial,  caution,  and  fortitude — that  is  to  say, 
many  of  the  noblest  paths  of  endeavour,  many  of 
the  finest  qualities  known  to  man.  Disease  has 
gone  ;  but  so  have  its  balancing  factors.  The  same 
could  be  demonstrated  with  the  other  negative 
forces  ;  so  that  the  "calling-in"  of  all  sin,  all  misery, 
by  the  Almighty,  would  mean  the  simultaneous  dis- 
appearance of  all  active  good  and  happiness.  There 
would  be  general  running  down  of  the  fabric  to  a 
neutral  condition ;  humanity  would  exist  on  a  far 
lower  level  than  before. 

I  have  verged  towards  that  hateful  thing — meta- 
physics ;  that  way  lies  mental  sterility.  But  this  I 
feel :  the  things  we  have  dealt  with — Inter-relation, 
Polarity,  Balance — are  not  casual  factors ;  they  fit, 
could  we  but  find  the  key,  into  some  vast  generaliza- 
tion, with  an  appalling  simplicity. 

And  sin  and  misery — they  are  not  casual  factors. 
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If  "  balance  "  be  the  key,  they  have  a  tremendous 
purpose  of  their  own,  they  are  subject  to  inexorable 
law,  and  not  tears,  fastings,  nor^the  exorcisms  of 
white-robed  clergy,  are  going  to  turn  them  one 
hair's-breadth  aside. 

Beyond  the  veil  there  is  Oneness — Oneness  that 
may  be  white,  whizzing  Energy ;  and  the  subtle 
brain  of  it,  the  Permeating  Essence,  is  God.  This 
is  a  true  God  ;  no  jealous,  capricious  deity,  fashioned 
by  the  minds,  swayed  by  the  conflicting  prayers  of 
little  men,  but  a  Force  of  immeasurable  power  and 
finality.  This  is  a  God  to  worship  ! 

And  for  you,  for  me,  what  lies  beyond  ?  Does 
our  caravan  start  for  the  "  Dawn  of  Nothing,"  or  is 
there,  far  away  over  the  desert,  a  fair  oasis  ?  What 
of  those  who  have  gone  ahead  ?  What  of  that  dead 
multitude  who  sleep  on  the  uplands  of  Samarkand  ? 
As  I  stood  beside  them  the  sun  went  down,  and  it 
was  night,  yet  was  the  night  calm  and  peaceful. 
What  of  them  ? 

In  Shadowland  there  is  vast  interrogation.  The 
figures  are  dancing  on  the  curtain,  and  there  is 
furious  movement  as  of  yore. 

But  what  do  we  shadows  know  ? 

"We  are  such  stuff  as  dreams  are  made  on, 
And  our  little  life  is  rounded  with  a  sleep." 


TTbe  Orcsbam  PKSS, 

UNWIN  BROTHERS,  LIMITED, 
WOKING  AND  LONDON 


A  SELECTION    OF  BOOKS 

PUBLISHED  BY  METHUEN 

AND    CO.    LTD.,    LONDON 

'      36  ESSEX  STREET     " 

W.C. 

.  i;i 

CONTENTS 


PAGE 

PAGB 

General  Literature     .       I       . 

2 

Little  Quarto  Shakespeare  . 

19 

Miniature  Library         .       . 

*9 

Ancient  Cities.        .        . 

12 

New  Library  of  Medicine  . 

19 

Antiquary's  Books.        .        . 

13 

New  Library  of  Music 

20 

Arden  Shakespeare        .        . 

13 

Oxford  Biographies        . 

aq 

Classics  of  Art        .        ' 

M 

Romantic  History          .        . 

20 

Complete  Series 

14 

States  of  Italy 

20 

Connoisseur's  Library  . 

M 

Westminster  Commentaries 

21 

Handbooks  of  English  Church 

Shilling  Library      .       .        . 

31 

»5 

Fi.-f  Jrtft                1 

Handbooks  of  Theology 

15 

Two-Shilling  Novels    .        . 

35 

Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of 

Books  for  Boys  and  Girls    . 

35 

Plain  and  Coloured  Books 

15 

Shilling  Novels       .        .        . 

26 

Leaders  of  Religion 

16 

Novels  of  Alexandre  Dumas 

27 

Library  of  Devotion      .        . 

16 

Sixpenny  Books      . 

27 

Little  Books  on  Art      . 

17 

Little  Galleries 

17 

Books  for  Travellers        . 

30 

Little  Guides   .... 

'7 

Some  Books  on  Art.        .        . 

30 

Little  Library  .... 

18 

Some  Books  on  Italy 

31 

MARCH     1912 


A    SELECTION    OF 


c 


MESSRS.      METHUEN'S 


PUBLICATIONS 


.03    ( 


In  this  Catalogue  the  order  is  according  to  authors.  An  asterisk  denotes 
that  the  book  is  in  the  press. 

Colonial  Editions  are  pullished  of  all  Messrs.  METHUEN'S  Novels  issued 
at  a  price  above  ss.  6d.,  and  similar  editions  are  published  of  some  works_  of 
General  Literature.  Colonial  editions  are  only  for  circulation  in  the  British 
Colonies  and  India. 

All  books  marked  net  are  not  subject  to  discount,  and  cannot  be  bought 
at  less  than  the  published  price.  Books  not  marked  net  are  subject  to  tho 
discount  which  the  bookseller  allows. 

Messrs.  METHUBN'S  books  are  kept  in  stock  by  all  good  booksellers, 
there  is  any  difficulty  in  seeing  copies,  Messrs.  Methuen  will  be  very  glad  to 
have  early  information,  and   specimen  copies  of  any  books  will  be  sent  on 
receipt  of  the  published  price  plus  postage  for  net  books,  and  of  the  published 
price  for  ordinary  books. 

This  Catalogue  contains  only  a  selection  of  the  more  important  books 
published  by  Messrs.  Methuen.  A  complete  and  illustrated  catalogue  of  their 
publications  may  be  obtained  on  application. 


Andrewes  (Lancelot).     PRECES  PRI- 

VATAE.       Translated     and     edited,    with 
Notes,  by  F.  E.  BRIGHTMAN.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Aristotle.  THE  ETHICS.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  JOHN 
BUKNET.  Demy  too.  tos.  6d.  net. 

Atkinson  (C.  T.).  A  HISTORY  OF  GER- 
MANY, from  1715-1815.  Illustrated.  Demy 
Svo.  i2s.  (id.  net. 

Atkinson  (T.  D.).  ENGLISH  ARCHI- 
TECTURE. Illustrated.  Fcaf.Zvo.  y.6d. 
net. 

A  GLOSSARY  OF  TERMS  USED  IN 
ENGLISH  ARCHITECTURE.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  31.  6d. 
net. 

Bain     (F.     W.).       A   DIGIT   OF   THF, 

MOON  :    A  HINDOO  LOVE  STORY.      AintA 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     $s.  6d.  net. 
THE  DESCENT  OK  THE  SUN:  A  CYCLB 

OF    BIRTH.      Fifth  Edition.     Fcap.      Svo. 

V.  6d.  net. 
A 'HEIFER    OF   THE   DAWN.      Seventh 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d.  net. 
IN   THE   GREAT  GOD'S    HAIR.     Fifth 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     2S.  6d.  net. 
A   DRAUGHT  OF   THE   BLUE.     Fourth 

Edition.      Fcap.  Svo.     zs.  6d.  net. 
AN  ESSENCE  OF  THE  DUSK.      Third 

Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    as.  6d.  net. 


AN    INCARNATION    OF    THE    SNOW. 

Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     v.  t>d.  net. 
A  MINE  OF   FAULTS.      Second  Edition. 

Fcap.  Svo.     y.  6d.  net. 
THE    ASHES    OF    A    GOD.      Fcaf.  8w». 

y.  ftd.  nit. 

j.1  ...      fiii-fC  fi-il. 

Balfour  (Graham).      THE   LIFE    OF 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Illus- 
trated. Fifth  Edition  in  one  Volume. 
Cr.  Sve.  Buckram,  6s. 

Baring-Gould  (S.).  THE  LIFE  OF 
NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Royal  Svo.  tor.  6d.  net. 

THE  TRAGEDY  O*F  THE  CAESARS: 
A  STUDY  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  OF  THK 

CiCSARS    OF    THE     JULIAN     AND    Cl.AUDIAN 

HOUSES.  Illustrated.  Seventh  Edition. 
Royal  Svo.  lot.  6d.  net. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s.  A\so  Medium 
Svo.  6d. 

OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  Buck- 

THaE  VICAR  OF  MORWENSTOW.    With 

a  Portrait.   Third  Edition.   Cr.  Svo.   $s'.  6d. 
OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.    Illustrated.   Fifth 

Edition.    Large  Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
STRANGE  SURVIVALS  :  SOMI  CHAPTERS 

IN    THE    HISTORY  OF    MAN.  '  Illustrated. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svt.     at.  6d.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES :  INCIDENTS 
AND  STRANGB  EVENTS.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  2J.  6d.  net. 

A  BOOK  OF  CORNWALL.  Illustrated. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6t. 

A  BOOK  OF  DARTMOOR.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  DEVON.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6.r. 

A  BOOK  OF  NORTH  WALES.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  SOUTH  WALES.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  9F  BRITTANY.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  THE  RHINE  :  From  Cleve 
to  Mainz.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  THE  RIVIERA.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  THE  PYRENEES.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  DJ. 

Baring-Gould  (S.)  and  Sheppard  (H. 
FleetWOOd).  A  GARLAND  OF 
COUNTRY  SONG.  English  Folk  Songs 
with  their  Traditional  Melodies.  Demy  \to. 
6>. 

SONGS  OF  THE  WEST:  Folk  Songs  of 
Devon  and  Cornwall.  Collected  from  the 
Mouths  of  the  People.  New  and  Revised 
Edition,  under  the  musical  editorship  of 
CECIL  J.  SHARP.  Large  Imperial  Svo. 
Ss.  net. 

Barker  (E.).  THE  POLITICAL 
THOUGHT  OF  PLATO  AND  ARIS- 
TOTLE. Dtmy  Svo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Bastable  (C,  F.).  THE  COMMERCE 
OF  NATIONS.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 

VS.  6</. 

Batson  (Mrs.  Stephen).  A  CONCISE 
HANDBOOK  OF  GARDEN  FLOWERS. 
Fcap.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Beckett  (Arthur).  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
THE  DOWNS:  Impressions  and  Remi- 
niscences of  the  Sussex  Downs.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  -  Demy  Svo,  xor.  6d.  net. 

Beckford  (Peter).  THOUGHTS  ON 
HUNTING.  Edited  by  J.  OTHO  PAGET. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  6s. 

Bellqc  (H.).  PARIS.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition^  Revised.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

HILLS  AND  THE  SEA.  Fourth  Edition. 
Fcap.  Svo.  ss. 

ON  NOTHING  AND  KINDRED  SUB- 
JECTS. Third  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  St. 

ON  EVERYTHING.    Third  Edition.  Fcap. 

ON  SOMETHING.   Second  Edition.    Fcap. 

FIRST5AND  LAST.  Fcap.  Svo.  St. 
MARIE  ANTOINETTE.  Illustrated. 

Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  15*.  net. 
THE  PYRENEES.  Illustrated.  Second 

Edition.    Demy  Svo.    js.  6J.  net. 


Bennett  (Arnold).  THE  HONEY- 
MOON. Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo. 
as.  net. 

Bennett  (W.  H.).  A  PRIMER  OF  THE 
BIBLE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  is.  6J. 

Bennett  (W.  H.)  and  Adeney  (W.  P.).  A 
BIBLICAL  INTRODUCTION.  With  a 
concise  Bibliography.  Sixth,  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.  js.  6d. 

Benson  (Archbishop).  GOD'S  BOARD. 
Communion  Addresses.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  Svo.  y.  6d.  net. 

Bensusan  (Samuel  L.).  HOME  LIFE 
IN  SPAIN.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.  IOJ.  6d.  net. 

Betham-Edwards  (Miss).  HOME  LIFE 
IN  FRANCE.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Bindley  (T.  Herbert),  THE  OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS  OF  THE 
FAITH.  With  Introductions  and  Notes. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  net. 

Blake  (William).  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF 
THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  With  a  General  In- 
troduction by  LAURENCE  BINYON.  Ilhts- 
trated.  Quarto,  ais.  net.  j 

Bloemfontein  (Bishop  of).  ARA  CCELIt 
AN  ESSAY  IN  MYSTICAL  THEOLOGV. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  3.1.  6d.  net. 

FAITH  AND  EXPERIENCE.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  3*.  6d.  net. 

Bowden  (E.  M.).  THE  IMITATION  OF 
BUDDHA:  Quotations  from  Buddhist 
Literature  for  each  Day  in  the  Year.  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  \f>mo.  as.  6d. 

Brabant  (F.  G.).  RAMBLES  IN  SUSSEX. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Bradley  (A.  G.).  ROUND  ABOUT  WILT- 
SHIRE. Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 

THE'  ROMANCE  OF  NORTHUMBER- 
LAND. Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Demy 
Svo.  js.  6d.  net. 

Braid  (James).  ADVANCED  GOLF. 
Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition.  Detny  Svo. 
ioj.  6d.  net. 

Brailsford  (H.  N.>  MACEDONIA :  ITS 
RACES  AND  THEIR  FUTURE.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  I2S.  6d.  net. 

Brodrick  (Mary)  and  Morton  (A.  Ander- 
son). A  CONCISE  DICTIONARY  OF 
EGYPTIAN  ARCHAEOLOGY.  A  Hand- 
book for  Students  and  Travellers.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  3*.  6d. 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


Buckton  (A.  MO-  EAGER  HEART:  A 
Christmas  Mystery-Play.  TentA  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  is.  net. 

Budge  (E.  A.  Wallls).  THE  GODS  OF 
THE  EGYPTIANS.  Illustrated.  Two 
Volumes.  Royal  Zvo.  foy.net. 

Bull  (Paul).  GOD  AND  OUR  SOLDIERS. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6f. 

Burns  (Robert).  THE  POEMS  AND 
SONGS.  Edited  by  ANDREW  LANG  and 
W.  A.  CRAIGIE.  With  Portrait.  Third 
Edition.  Wide  Denty  Zvo.  6t. 

Busbey  (Katherine  G.).  HOME  LIFE 
IN  AMERICA.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Demy  Zvo.  IQJ.  dd.  net. 

Butlin  (F.  M.)-  AMONG  THE  DANES. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo.  js.  dd.  net. 

Cain  (Georges),  WALKS  IN  PARIS. 
Translated  by  A.  R.  ALLINSON.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Zvo.  ^s.  6d.  net. 

Caiman  (W.  T.).  THE  LIFE  OF 
CRUSTACEA.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo.  6*. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Edited  by  C.  R.  L. 
FLETCHER.  Three  Volumes.  Cr.  Zvo.  i8x. 

THE  LETTERS  AND  SPEECHES  OF 
OLIVER  CROMWELL.  With  an  In- 
troduction by  C.  H.  FIRTH,  and  Notes 
and  Appendices  by  S.  C.  LOMAS.  Three 
Volumes.  Demy  Zvo.  iZs.  net. 

Celano  (Brother  Thomas  of).  THE 
LIVES  OF  S.  FRANCIS  OF  ASSISI. 
Translated  by  A.  G.  FEKRERS  HOWELL. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo.  $s.  net. 

Chambers  (Mrs.  Lambert).  LAWN 
TENNIS  FOR  LADIES.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Zvo.  as.  6d.  net. 

Chesterfield  (Lord).  THE  LETTERS  OF 
THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD  TO 
HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  by 
C.  STRACHEY,  and  Notes  by  A.  CAI/THROP. 
Two  Volumes.  Cr.  Zvo.  us. 

Chesterton  (G.K.).  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

With  two  Portraits  in  Photogravure.  Seventh 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
ALL    THINGS     CONSIDERED.      Sixth 

Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     $s. 
TREMENDOUS     TRIFLES.      fourth 

Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     5*. 
ALARMS  AND   DISCURSIONS.    Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     w. 
THE      BALLAD     OF      THE      WHITE 

HORSE.     Third  Edition.    Fcap.  Zvo.    $s. 
Clausen  (George).    SIX  LECTURES  ON 

PAINTING.     Illustrated.     Third  Edition. 

Large  Post  Zvo.     y.  dd.  net. 
AIMS    AND    IDEALS    IN    ART.    Eight 

Lectures  delivered  to  the  Students  of  the 

Royal  Academy  of  Arts.  Illustrated.   Second 

Edition.     Large  Post  Zvo.    jj.  net. 


Clutton-Brock  (A.)  SHELLEY:  THE 
MAN  AND  THE  POET.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Zvo.  -js.  dd.  net. 

Cobb  (W.F.).  THE  BOOK  OF  PSALMS  : 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy  Zvo. 
ioj.  6./.  net. 

ColHngWOOd  (W.  G.).  THE  LIFE  OF 
JOHN  RUSKIN.  With  Portrait.  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  ts.  dd.  net. 

Conrad  (Joseph).  THE  MIRROR  OF 
THE  SEA  :  Memories  and  Impressions. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  f>s. 

Coolldge  (W.  A.  B.).  THE  ALPS.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  Zvo.  js.  dd.  net. 

Coulton  (G.  G.).  CHAUCER  AND  HIS 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.  ioj.  dd.  net. 

Cowper  (William).  THE  POEMS. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
J.  C.  BAILEY.  Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo. 
i  or.  dd.  net. 

Crlspe  (T.  E.).  REMINISCENCES  OF  A 
K.C.  With  2  Portraits.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.  iot.  dd.  net. 

Crowley  (Ralph  H.).  THE  HYGIENE 
OF  SCHOOL  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Cr. 
Zvo.  y.  dd.  net. 

Dante  Allghlerl.  LA  COMMEDIA  DI 
DANTE.  The  Italian  Text  edited  by 

FACET  TOYNBEH.      Cr.  ZvO.  dt. 

Davey  (Richard).  THE  PAGEANT  OF 
LONDON.  Illustrated.  In  Two  Volumes. 
Demy  Zvo.  15*.  net. 

Davis  (H.  W.  C.).  ENGLAND  UNDER 
THE  NORMANS  AND  ANGEVINS: 
1066-1272.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.  icu.  dd.  net. 

Dawbarn  (Charles.)  FRANCE  AND 
THE  FRENCH.  Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo. 
ios.  dd.  net. 

Dearmer  (Mabel).  A  CHILD'S  LIFE 
OF  CHRIST.  Illustrated.  Lar£e  Cr. 
Zvo.  6s. 

Deffand  (Madame  Du).  THE  LETTERS 
OF  MADAME  DU  DEFFAND  TO 
HORACE  WALPOLE.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  Notes,  and  Index,  by  Mrs. 
PAGET  TOYNBEE.  In  Thrtt  Volumes. 
Demy  Zvo.  £3  3*.  net. 

Dickinson  (G.  L.).  THE  GREEK  VIEW 
OF  LIFE.  Seventh  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
as.  dd.  net. 

Ditchfleld  (P.  H.).  THE  PARISH 
CLERK.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.  fs.  dd.  net. 

THE  OLD-TIME  PARSON.  Illustrated, 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  js.  6d.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Ditchfleld  (P.  H.)  and  Roe  (Fred). 
VANISHING  ENGLAND.  The  Book  by 
P.  H.  Ditchfield.  Illustrated  by  FRED  ROE. 
Second  Edition.  Wide  Deiny^vo.  iss.net. 

Douglas  (Hugh  A.).  VENICE  ON  FOOT. 
With  the  Itinerary  of  the  Grand  Canal. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Fcaj>.  Svo. 

VENICE  AND  HER  TREASURES. 
Illustrated.  Round  corners.  Fcap.  Svo. 
$s.  net. 

Dowden  (J.).  FURTHER  STUDIES  IN 
THE  PRAYER  BOOK.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

Driver  (S.  R.).  SERMONS  ON 
SUBJECTS  CONNECTED  WITH  THE 
OLD  TESTAMENT.  Cr.  Svo.  6*. 

Dumas  (Alexandra).    THE  CRIMES  OF 

THE  BORGIAS  AND  OTHERS.    With 

an    Introduction     by     R.     S.     GARNKTT. 

Illustrated.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE     CRIMES    OF    URBAIN    GRAN- 

DIERAND  OTHERS.     Illustrated.     Cr. 

Svo.    6s. 
THE    CRIMES    OF    THE    MARQUISE 

DE  BRINVILLIERS    AND    OTHERS. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE   CRIMES    OF    ALI    PACHA    AND 

OTHERS.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
MY    MEMOIRS.     Translated     by    E.     M. 

WALLER.  With  an  Introduction  by  ANDREW 

LANG.     With  Frontispieces  in  Photogravure. 

In  six  Volumes.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  each  volume. 

VOL.  I.  1802-1821.     VOL.  IV.  1830-1831. 
VOL.  II.  1822-1825.     VOL.    V.  1831-1832. 

VOL.  III.  1826-1830.     VOL.  VI.  1832-1833. 
MY    PETS.     Newly    translated    by    A.   R. 

ALLINSON.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.   6s. 

Duncan  (F.  M. ).  OUR  INSECT 
FRIENDS  AND  FOES.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Dunn-Pattison  (R.  P.).  NAPOLEON'S 
MARSHALS.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo. 
Second  Edition.  12*.  6d.  net. 

THE  BLACK  PRINCE.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  js.  6d.  net. 

Durham  (The  Earl  of).  THE  REPORT 
ON  CANADA.  With  an  Introductory 
Note.  Demy  Svo,  +s.  6d.  net. 

DuttfW.A.).  THE  NORFOLK  BROADS. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

WILD  LIFE  IN  EAST  ANGLIA.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Demy  &vo.  ^s.  6d. 
net. 

Edwardes  (Tickner).  THE  LORE  OF 
THE  HONEY-BEE.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

LIFT-LUCK  ON  SOUTHERN  ROADS. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s, 

NEIGHBOURHOOD  :  A  YEAR'S  LIFE  IN 
AND  ABOUT  AN  ENGLISH  VILLAGB.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  6t. 


Egerton  (H.  E.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY. 
Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  -js.  6d.  tut. 

Exeter  (Bishop  of).  R  E  G  N  U  M  D  E  I. 
(The  Hampton  Lectures  of  1901.)  A  Cheaper 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  js.  6d.  net. 

Falrbrother  (W.  H.).  THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svot  3*.  6d. 

Fea  (Allan).  THE  FLIGHT  OF  THE 
KING.  Illustrated.  Second  and  Revised 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  js.  6d.  net. 

SECRET  CHAMBERS  AND  HIDING- 
PLACES.  Illustrated.  Third  and  Revised 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  -js.  6d.  net. 

JAMES  II.  AND  HIS  WIVES.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  iis.  6d.  net. 

Firth  (C.  H.).  CROMWELL'S  ARMY: 
A  History  of  the  English  Soldier  during  the 
Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth,  and  the 
Protectorate.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Fisher  (H.  A.  L.).  THE  REPUBLICAN 
TRADITION  IN  EUROPE.  Cr.  &vo. 
6s.  net. 

FitzGerald  (Edward).  THE  RUBAI'YAT" 
OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  Printed  from 
the  Fifth  and  last  Edition.  With  a  Com- 
mentary by  H.  M.  BATSON,  and  a  Biograph- 
ical Introduction  by  E.  D.  Ross.  Cr.  Zvo. 
6s. 

Fletcher  (J.  S.).  A  BOOK  ABOUT 
YORKSHIRE.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo. 
?s.  6d.  net. 

Flux  (A.  W.).  ECONOMIC  PRINCIPLES 
Demy  Svo.  7*.  6d.  net. 

Fraser  (J.  F-).  ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.  Illustrated.  Fifth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Galton  (Sir  Francis).  MEMORIES  OF 
MY  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.  ior.  Cd.  net. 

Glbblns  (H.  de  B.).  INDUSTRY  IN 
ENGLAND:  HISTORICAL  OUT- 
LINES. With  5  Maps,  Sixth  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.  ios.  6d. 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated.  Eighteenth 
and  Revised  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  3$. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  as.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Edward).  THE  MEMOIRS  OF 
THE  LIFE  OF  EDWARD  GIBBON. 
Edited  by  G.  BIRKBECK  HILL.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE 
ROMAN  EMPIRE.  Edited,  with  Notes, 
Appendices,  and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  BURY, 
Illustrated.  /«  Seven  Volumes.  Demy 
Svo.  Each  i&r.  6d.  net. 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


Gloag  (M.  R.)  A  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH 
GARDENS.  Illustrated.  Dtmy  Svo. 
i  or.  dd.  net. 

Glover  (J.  M.).  JIMMY  GLOVER— HIS 
BOOK.  Fourth  Edition,  Demy  Svo. 
1 2J-.  dd.  net. 

Glover  (T.  R.).  THE  CONFLICT  OF 
RELIGIONS  IN  THE  EARLY  ROMAN 
EMPIRE.  Fourth  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
js.  dd.  net. 

Godfrey  (Elizabeth).  A  BOOK  OF  RE- 
MEMBRANCE. Being  Lyrical  Selections 
for  every  day  in  the  Year.  Arranged  by 
E.  Godfrey.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo. 
2J.  dd.  net. 

Godley  (A.  D.).  OXFORD  IN  THE 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  -js.  6d.  net. 

LYRA  FRIVOLA.    Fourth  Edition.    Fcap. 

VERSES 'TO   ORDER.      Second  Edition. 

Fcap.  Svo.    ts.  dd. 
SECOND  STRINGS.    Fcap.  too.    as.  6d. 

Gordon  (Llna  Duff)  (Mrs.  Aubrey  Water- 
field).  HOME  LIFE  IN  ITALY :  LETTERS 
FROM  THE  APENNINES.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  10*.  dd.  net. 

Gostling  (Frances  M.).  THE  BRETONS 
AT  HOME.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 

AUV'ERGNE'  AND  ITS  PEOPLE,  illus- 
trated. Demy  Svo.  tos.  dd.  net. 

Grahame  (Kenneth).  THE  WIND  IN 
THE  WILLOWS.  Illustrated.  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6t. 

Grew  (Edwini  Sharpe).  THE  GROWTH 
OF  A  PLANET.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Sv o.  6s. 

Griffin  (W.  Hall)  and  Minehin  (H.  C.). 
THE  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BROWNING. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
12*.  dd.  net. 

Hale  (J.  R.).  FAMOUS  SEA  FIGHTS : 
FROM  SALAMIS  TO  TSU-SHIMA.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s.  net. 

Hall  (Cyril).  THE  YOUNG  CARPEN- 
TER. Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  5*. 

Hall  (Hammond).  THE  YOUNG  EN- 
GINEER: or  MODERN  ENGINES  AND  THEIR 
MODELS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 

THE  YOUNG  ELECTRICIAN.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  5*. 

Hannay  (D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY.  Vol.  I.,  1217-1688. 
Vol.  II.,  1689-1815.  Dtmy  Svo.  Each 
js.  dd.  net. 

Harper  (Charles  G.).    THE  AUTOCAR 
ROAD-BOOK.    Four  Volumes  with  Maps. 
Cr.  Svo.    Each  js.  dd.  net. 
Vol.  I. — SOUTH  OF  THE  THAMES. 
Vol.  II. — NORTH    AND    SOUTH    WALES 
AND  WEST  MIDLANDS. 


Hassall  (Arthur).  NAPOLEON.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  Svt.  js.  6J.  net. 

Headley  (F.  W.).  DARWINISM  AND 
MODERN  SOCIALISM.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.Svo.  ss.net. 

Henderson  (B.  W.).  THE  LIFE  AND 
PRINCIPATE  OF  THE  EMPEROR 
NERO.  Illustrated.  New  and  cheaper 
issue.  Demy  Svo.  ^s.  dd.  net. 

Henderson  (M.  Sturge).  GEORGE 
MEREDITH  :  NOVELIST,  POET, 
REFORMER.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Henderson  (T.  F.)  and  Watt  (Francis). 
SCOTLAND  OF  TO-DAY.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Henley  (W.  E.).  ENGLISH  LYRICS. 
CHAUCER  TO  POE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  as.  dd.  net. 

Hill  (George  Francis).  ONE  HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES  OF  SCULPTURE. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  los.  dd.  net. 

Hind  (C.  Lewis).  DAYS  IN  CORNWALL. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Hobhouse  (L.  T.).  THE  THEORY  OF 
KNOWLEDGE.  Denty  Svo.  10*.  dd.  net. 

Hodgson  (Mrs.  W.).  HOW  TO  IDENTIFY 
OLD  CHINESE  PORCELAIN.  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Post  Svo.  6s. 

Holdleh  (Sir  T.  H.).  THE  INDIAN 
BORDERLAND,  1880-1900.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Denty  Svo.  los.  dd.  net. 

Holdsworth  (W.  S.).  A  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLISH  LAW.  /«  Four  Volumes. 
Vols.  /.,  //.,  ///.  Demy  Svo.  Each  ioj.  dd. 
net. 

Holland  (Clive).  TYROL  AND  ITS 
PEOPLE.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  ios.6d. 

THE  BELGIANS  AT  HOME.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  ids.  dd.  net. 

Horsburgh  (E.  L.  S.).  LORENZO  THE 
MAGNIFICENT :  AND  FLORENCE  m  HER 
GOLDEN  AGE.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.  15*.  net. 

WATERLOO :  A  NARRATIVE  AND  A  CRIT- 
ICISM. With  Plans.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 

THE'  L5IFE  OF  SAVONAROLA.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  S.T.  net. 

Hosie  (Alexander).  MANCHURIA.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  js.  dd. 
net, 

Hudson  (W.  H.).  A  SHEPHERD'S 
LIFE:  IMPRESSIONS  OF  THE  SOUTH  WILT- 
SHIRE DOWNS.  Illustrated.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Demy  Svo.  7*.  dd.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Hugon  (C6cile).  SOCIAL  LIFE  IN 
FRANCE  IN  THE  XVII.  CENTURY. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  ioj.  6d.  net, 

Humphreys  (John  H.).  PROPOR- 
TIONAL REPRESENTATION.  Cr.  Svo. 
5-r.  net. 

Hutehinson  (Horace  G.).  THE  NEW 
FOREST.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition, 
Cr.  Svo.  6t. 

Button  (Edward).  THE  CITIES  OF 
SPAIN.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 

THE  CITIES  OF  UMBRIA.  Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

FLORENCE  AND  THE  CITIES  OF 
NORT.HERN  TUSCANY  WITH 
GENOA.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 


SOUTHERN  TUSCANY. 

Illustrated.    Second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
VENICE  AND    VENETIA.       Illustrated. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
ROME.    Illustrated.    Second  Edition.    Cr, 

ENGLISH  LOVE  POEMS.  Edited  with 
an  Introduction.  Fcap.  Svo.  %s.  6d.  net. 

COUNTRY  WALKS  ABOUT  FLORENCE. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo. 

Itf'uNKNOWN  TUSCANY  With  Notes. 
by  WILLIAM  HKYWOOD.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  -js.  6d.  net. 

A  BOOK  OF  THE  WYE.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  7*.  6d.  net. 

Ibsen  (Henrik).  BRAND.  A  Dramatic 
Poem,  Translated  by  WILLIAM  WILSON. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  jr.  6d. 

Inge  (W-  R.)-  CHRISTIAN  MYSTICISM. 
(The  Bampton  Lectures  of  1899.)  Second 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  5*.  net. 

Innes  (A.  D.).     A  HISTORY  OF  THE 

BRITISH   IN   INDIA.     With  Maps  and 

Plans.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
ENGLAND    UNDER     THE     TUDORS. 

With  Maps.      Third  Edition.    Demy  Svo. 

IDS.  6d.  net. 

Innes  (Mary).  SCHOOLS  OF  PAINT- 
ING. Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.  $s.  net. 

JenkS  (E.).  AN  OUTLINE  OF  ENG- 
LISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.  Second 
Edition.  Revised  by  R.  C.  K.  ENSOR, 
Cr.  Svo.  as.  6d.  net. 

Jernlngham  (Charles  Edward).    THE 

MAXIMS    OF    MARMADUKE.     Second 
Edition,    Cr.  Svo.     jr. 

Jorrold  (Walter).  THE  DANUBE. 
Illustrated.  Demy  8r».  101.  dd.  net. 


Johnston  (Sir  H.  H. ).    BRITISH  CEN. 

TRAL    AFRICA.        Illustrated.        Third 

Edition.     Cr.  4to.     j8j.  net. 
THE  NEGRO  IN  THE  NEW  WORLD. 

Illustrated.    Demy  Svo.    a  if.  net. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA- 
TIONS  OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
GRACE  WARRACK.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 

Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Keats  (John). .  THE  POEMS.  Edited 
with  Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  de 
SftLiNCOuRT.  With  a  Frontispiece  in  Photo- 
gravure. Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
js.  dd.  net. 


Kempls  (Thomas  a).  THE  IMITATION 
OF  CHRIST.  With  an  Introduction  by 
DEAN  FARRAR.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  y.  dd.;  f added 
morocco,  ST. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).    BARRACK-ROOM 

BALLADS.      io$t/t  Thousand.      Thirtieth 

Edition.      Cr.  Zvo.    6s.      Also  Fcap.  8vo, 

Leather.     5*.  net. 
THE    SEVEN     SEAS.       Kth     Thousand. 

Eighteenth    Edition.     Cr.   8z>0.     6s.      Also 

Fcap.  Bvo,  Leather.    $s.  net. 
THE    FIVE    NATIONS.     72»</  Thousand. 

Eighth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s.    Also^ca>. 

8vo,  Leather.     ST.  net. 
DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.    Twentieth 

Edition.     Cr.   Svo.     6s.    Also  Fcap.  &vo, 

Leather.    $s.  net. 

Knox  (Winifred  P.).  THE  COURT  OF 
A  SAINT.  Illustrated.  Demy  &vo. 
IQS.  6d,  net. 

*Lamb   (Charles   and    Mary).       THE 

WORKS.  Edited  with  an  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  E.  V.  LUCAS.  A  New  and 
Revised  Edition  in  Six  Volumes.  With 
Frontispiece.  Fcap  %vo.  $s.  each.  The 
volumes  are  :— 

i.  MISCELLANEOUS  PROSE,  u.  ELIA  AND 
THE  LAST  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  in.  BOOKS 
FOR  CHILDREN,  iv.  PLAYS  AND  POEMS, 
v.  and  vi.  LETTERS. 

Lane-Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Lankester  (Sir  Ray).  SCIENCE  FROM 
AN  EASY  CHAIR.  Illustrated.  Fifth 
Edition.  Cr.  Sva.  6s. 

Le  Braz  (Anatole).  THE  LAND  OK 
PARDONS.  Translated  by  FRANCES  M. 

GOSTLING.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 


s 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


Lindsay  (Mabel  M.).  ANNI  DOMINI: 
A  GOSPEL  STUDY.  With  Maps.  Tw» 
Volumes.  Super  Royal  %vo.  IQJ.  net. 

Lock  (Walter).  ST.  PAUL,  THE 
MASTER-BUILDER.  Third  Edition. 

THE'  BIBLE'  AND  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

Cr.  %vo.    6s. 

Lodge  (Sir  Oliver).  THE  SUBSTANCE 
OF  FAITH,  ALLIED  WITH  SCIENCE  : 
A  Catechism  for  Parents  and  Teachers. 
Eleventh  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  zs.  net. 

MAN  AND  THE  UNIVERSE :  A  STUDY 
OF  THK  INFLUENCE  OF  THE  ADVANCE  IN 
SCIENTIFIC  KNOWLEDGE  UPON  ou»  UNDER- 
STANDING OP  CHRISTIANITY.  Ninth 
Edition.  Demy  8z>0.  5*.  net. 

THE  SURVIVAL  OF  MAN.  A  STUDY  IK 
UNRECOGNISED  HUMAN  FACULTY.  Fifth 
Edition.  Wide  Crown  &ve.  5*.  net. 

REASON  AND  BELIEF.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  8z>0.  3*.  6J.  tut. 

Lorlmep  (George  Horace).  LETTERS 
FROM  A  SELF-MADE  MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.  Illustrated.  Twenty-second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  3^.  6d. 

OLD  GORGON  GRAHAM.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8f«.  6t. 

•Loyal  Serviteur.'  THE  STORY  OF 
BAYARD.  Adapted  by  AMY  G.  ANDREWES. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  &vo.  as.  6d. 

Lucas  (E.  V.).    THE  LIFE  OF  CHARLES 

LAMB.    Illustrated.    Fifth  Edition.  Demy 

&vo.     TS.  6d.  net. 

A  WANDERER  IN  HOLLAND.  Illus- 
trated. Thirteenth  Edition.  Cr.  8»«.  6s. 

*  Also  Fcap.  &vo.    51. 
A    WANDERER    IN    LONDON.      Illos- 

trated.     Twelfth  Edition.     Cr.  ive.    6s. 

*A  Iso  Feat.  8vo.     $s. 
A  WANDERER  IN   PARIS.      Illustrated. 

Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  6vo.     6s. 

A  Iso  Seventh  Edition.     Feat.  Sva.     5*. 
THE    OPEN    ROAD:     A  Little   Book   for 

Wayfarers.      Eighteenth    Edition.      Fcap. 

8r>o.     jr. ;  India  Paper,  -js.  6d. 
THE  FRIENDLY  TOWN  :    a  Little  Book 

for  the  Urbane.    Sixth  Edition.    Fcap.  &vo. 

S*.  ;     India  Paper,  js.  6d. 
FIRESIDE     AND     SUNSHINE.     Sixth 

Edition.     Fcap.  Sz-a.     5J. 
CHARACTER    AND    COMEDY.      Sixth 

Edition.    Fcap.  Zvo.     $s. 
THE    GENTLEST    ART.      A    Choice    of 

Letters  by  Entertaining  Hands.      Seventh 

Edition.     Fcap  &vo.     cr. 
THE    SECOND    POST.        Third  Edition. 

Fcap.  8fo.     ST. 

A   SWAN   AND    HER   FRIENDS.    Illus- 
trated.    Demy  Svo.     TZS.  6d.  net. 
HER  INFINITE  VARIETY:  A  FFMININB 

PORTRAIT     GALLERY.       Sixth     Edition. 

Fcap.  Sva.    5*. 


GOOD    COMPANY:  A    RALLY    OF   MEN. 

Second  Edition.     Fcap,  8rv>.     ej. 
ONE    DAY    AND     ANOTHER.       Fifth 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svff.     5*. 
OLD  LAMPS  FOR  NEW.    Fourth  Edition. 

Fcap.  8r>0.     5*. 

LISTENER'S  LURE  :    AN  OBLIQUE  NAR- 
RATION.    Ninth  Edition.    Fcap.  Bvo       zs 
OVER    BEMERTON'S:    AN   EASY-GoTno 

CHRONICLE.      Ninth  Edition,     Fcap.  8ro. 

5*. 
MR.  INGLESIDE.    Ninth  Edititn,    Feat. 

Sro.     ST. 
See  also  Lamb  (Charlet). 

•Lydekker  (R.  and  Othersl.  REPTILES, 
AMPHIBIA,  AND  FISHES.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  10*.  6J.  net, 

Lydekker  (R.).    THE  OX.     Illustrated. 

Cr.  &vo.    6s. 

Maeaulay  (Lord).  CRITICAL  AND 
HISTORICAL  ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F. 
C.  MONTAGUE.  Three  Volwnes.  Cr.  Svo. 
i8f. 

McCabe  (Joseph).  THE  DECAY  OF 
THE  CHURCH  OF  ROME.  Third 
Edition.  Demy  6vo.  -ji.  6d.  net. 

THE  EMPRESSES  OF  ROME.  Illus- 
trated.  Demy  Svo.  ias.  6d.  net. 

MacCarthy  (Desmond)  and  Russell 
(Agatha).  LADY  JOHN  RUSSELL: 
A  MEMOIR.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Demy  &vo.  101.  6d.  net. 

MeCullagh  (Francis).  THE  FALL  OF 
ABD-UL-HAMID.  Illustrated.  Demy 
Svo.  los.  6d.  net. 

•MacDonagh  (Michael).  THE  SPEAKER 
OF  THK  HOUSE.  Demy  Svo.  101.  dd. 
net. 

McDougall  (William).  AN  INTRODUC- 
TION TO  SOCIAL  PSYCHOLOGY. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  &vo.  w.  net. 

BODY  AND  MIND  ;  A  HISTORY  AND  A 
DEFENCE  OF  ANIMISM.  Demy  &vo.  ioi.  6d. 
net. 

'  Mdlle.  Mori '  (Author  of).  ST.  GATHER. 
INE  OF  SIENA  AND  HER  TIMES. 
Illustrated.  Second"  Edition.  Demv  &vo. 
^s.  6d.  net. 

Maeterlinck  (Maurice).  THE  BLUE 
BIRD :  A  FAIRY  PLAY  IN  Six  ACTS. 
Translated  by  ALEXANDER  TEIXEIRA  DB 
MATTOS.  Twentieth  Edition.  Fcap.  &vo. 
Deckle  Edges,  y.  6d.  net.  Also'lwenty- 
seventh  Edition.  Fcap.  &vo.  Cloth,  is.  net. 

THE  BLUE  BIRD:  A  FAIRY  PLAY  IN  Six 
ACTS.  Translated  by  ALEXANDER  TEIXEIRA 
DE  MATTOS.  Illustrated.  Twenty~fijth 
Edition.  Cr.  4(0.  au.  net. 

MARY  MAGDALENE :  A  PLAY  IN  THREK 
ACTS.  Translated  by  ALEXANDER  TEIXKIRA 
DE  MATTOS.  Third  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo. 
Deckle  Elites.  3*.  6d.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Hahaffy  (J.  P.).  A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT 
UNDER  THE  PTOLEMAIC  DYNASTY. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  &vo.  6s. 

Maitland  (F.  W.).  ROMAN  CANON 
LAW  IN  THE  CHURCH  OF  ENG- 
LAND. Royal  Zvo.  7*.  6d. 

Marett  (R.  R.).  THE  THRESHOLD  OF 
RELIGION.  Cr.  too.  3*.  &£  net. 

Marriott  (Charles).  A  SPANISH  HOLI- 
DAY.  Illustrated.  Demy  &vt>.  -js.  fid.  net. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  RHINE. 
Illustrated.  Demy  too.  ior.  fid.  net. 

Marriott  (J.  A.  R.).  THE  LIFE  AND 
TIMES  OF  LUCIUS  GARY,  VISCOUNT 
FALKLAND.  Illustrated.  Second  Editicn. 
Demy  &vf.  jt.  6d.  net. 

Mascfleld  (John).  SEA  LIFE  IN  NEL- 
SON'S TIME.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8*0. 

A3SAILOR'S  GARLAND.  Selected  and 
Edited.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  &z>o.  jr.  dd. 
net. 

Masterman  (C.  F.  G.).  TENNYSON 
AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  &vo.  6s, 

THE  CONDITION  OF  ENGLAND. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  &va.  6s. 

Medley  (D.  J.).  ORIGINAL  ILLUS- 
TRATIONS OF  ENGLISH  CONSTITU- 
TIONAL HISTORY.  Cr.Zvo.  js.6d.nft. 

Meldrum  (D.  S.)-  HOME  LIFE  IN 
HOLLAND.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  8z><?.  los.  dd.  net. 

Methuen  (A.  M.  SO-  ENGLAND'S  RUIN  : 
DISCUSSED  IN  FOURTEEN  LKTTERS  TO  A 
PROTECTIONIST.  Ninth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 

3-/.  net. 

lleynell  (Everard).  COROT  AND  HIS 
FRIENDS.  Illustrated.  Demy  &vo.  101.  6J. 
net. 

Miles  (Eustace).      LIFE  AFTER  LIFE: 

OR,    THB    THEORY    OK    REINCARNATION. 

Cr.  fvf.     2J.  6d.  net. 
THE  POWER  OF  CONCENTRATION  : 

How    TO    ACQUIRB    IT.      Third   Ediiitn. 

Cr.  &vo.    3s.  6d.  net. 

Millals  (J.  G.).  THE  LIFE  AND  LET- 
TERS OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS.  Illustrated.  AVw  Edition. 
Dtiiiy  &vo.  js.  (>d.  net. 

Milne  (J.  G.)-  A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT 
UNDER  ROMAN  RULE.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  8z>0.  6s. 

Moffat  (Mary  M.).  QUEEN  LOUISA  OF 
PRUSSIA.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 

MAKIA'THERESA.    illustrated,  iw.  6d. 

net. 


Money  (L.  G.  Chlozza).  RICHES  AND 
POVERTY,  1910.  Ttnth  and  Revised 
Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  5^.  net. 

MONEY'S  FISCAL  DICTIONARY,  1910. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  %vo.  5-f.  net. 

Montague  (C.E.).  DRAMATIC  VALUES. 
Second  Edition.  Fcaj>.  8w.  y. 

Moorhouse  (E.  Hallam).  NELSON'S 
LADY  HAMILTON.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Demy  &vo.  js.  dd.  net. 

Morgan  (J.  H.),  THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS 
AND  THE  CONSTITUTION.  With  an 
Introduction  by  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 
Cr.  Zvo.  is.  net. 

Nevlll  (Lady  Dorothy).  UNDER  FIVE 
REIGNS.  Edited  by  her  son.  Illustrated. 
Fifth  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  i$t.  net. 

Norway  (A.  HO-  NAPLES.  PAST  AND 
PRESENT.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  6t. 

Oman  (C.  W.  C.),  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
ART  OF  WAR  IN  THE  MIDDLE 
AGES.  Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo.  ior.  f>d. 
net. 

ENGLAND  BEFORE  THE  NORMAN 
CONQUEST.  With  Maps.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  ior.  6d.  net. 

Oxford  (M.  N.),  A  HANDBOOK  OF 
NURSING.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Ivt. 
3*.  (>d. 

Fakes  (W.  C.  C.).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
HYGIENE.  Illustrated.  Second  and 
Cheaper  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  jr.  net. 

Parker  (Eric).  THE  BOOK  OF  THE 
ZOO;  By  DAY  AND  NIGHT.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

Pears  (Sir  Edwin).  TURKEY  AND  ITS 
PEOPLE.  Second  Edition.  Demy  &vt. 
12S.  6d.  net. 

Petrle  (W.  M.  Flinders).    A  HISTORY 

OF  EGYPT.    Illustrated.   /»  Sir  Volumes. 

Cr.  8ro.     6s.  each. 
VOL.   I.      FROM  THE  IST  TO  THE  XVIrn 

DYNASTY.     Seventh  Edition. 
VOL.    II.      THE    XVIlTH    AND    XVIIlTM 

DYNASTIES.     Fourth  Edition. 
VOL.  III.    XIXTH  TO  XXXTH  DYNASTIES. 
VOL.  IV.      EGYPT    UNDER  THE  PTOLEMAIC 

DYNASTY.    J.  P.  MAHAFFY. 
VOL.  V.    EGYPT  UNDER  ROMAN  RULE.    J.  G. 

MILNE. 
VOL.   VI.    EGYPT    IN  THE    MIDDLB  AGES. 

STANLEY  LANE-POOLS. 
RELIGION     AND      CONSCIENCE     IN 

ANCIENT  EGYPT.     Illustrated    Cr.  8vo. 

ts.  6<t. 
SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 

EL   AMARNA      LETTERS.      Cr.    8w». 

M.  64 


10 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


EGYPTIAN  TALES.  Translated  from  the 
Papyri.  First  Series,  ivth  to  xnth  Dynasty. 
Illustrated.  Second  Editten.  Cr.  &v*. 
y.  (,d. 

EGYPTIAN  TALES.  Translated  from  the 
Papyri.  Second  Series,  xvnith  to  xixth 
Dynasty.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  3*.  6d. 

EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Svo.  31.  6d. 

Phelps  (Ruth  S.).  SKIES  ITALIAN :  A 
LITTLK  BREVIARY  FOR  TRAVELLERS  IN 
ITALY.  Fca}.  Svo.  51.  net. 

Podmore  (Frank).  MODERN  SPIRIT- 
UALISM. Two  Volumes.  Demy  ivo. 

MESMERISM  AND  CHRISTIAN 
SCIENCE:  A  Short  History  of  Mental 
Healing.  Second  Edition.  Dtmy  Svo. 
loi.  6d.  net. 

Pollard  (Alfred  W.).  SHAKESPEARE 
FOLIOS  AND  QUARTOS.  A  Study  in 
the  Bibliography  of  Shakespeare's  Plays, 
1594-1685.  Illustrated.  Folio,  zis.  net. 

•Porter  (G.  R.)  THE  PROGRESS  OF 
THE  NATION.  A  New  Edition.  Edited 
by  F.  W.  HIRST.  Demy  Svo.  2is.  net, 

Powell  (Arthur  E.).  FOOD  AND 
HEALTH.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  ftd.  net. 

Power  (J.  O'Connor).  THE  MAKING  OF 
AN  ORATOR.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

•Price  (Eleanor  C.).    CARDINAL  DE 

RICHELIEU.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.     IOT.  6d.  net. 

Price  (L.  L.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY  IN  ENGLAND 
FROM  ADAM  SMITH  TO  ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE.  Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
as.  6d. 

Pyeraft  (W.  P.).  A  HISTORY  OF  BIRDS. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  JOT.  f>d.  net. 

•Rappoport  (Angelo  S.).  HOME  LIFE  IN 
RUSSIA.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  ias.  6d. 
tut. 

Rawlings  (Gertrude  B.).  COINS  AND 
HOW  TO  KNOW  THEM.  Illustrated. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s . 

Read  (C.  Stanford),  FADS  AND  FEED- 
ING. Cr.  Svo.  as.  6d.  net. 

Regan  (C.  Tate).  THE  FRESHWATER 
FISHES  OF  THE  BRITISH  ISLES. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Reid  (Arehdall),  THE  LAWS  OF  HERE- 
DITY. Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo,  ait. 
net. 

Robertson  (C.  Grant).  SELECT  STAT. 
UTES,  CASES,  AND  DOCUMENTS, 
1660-1894.  Demy  Svo.  tos.  6d.  net. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  HANOVER- 
IANS. Illustrated.  Stcotul  Edition,  Demy 
Svo.  iof .  6J.  net. 


Roe  (Fred).  OLD  OAK  FURNITURE, 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
lot.  6J.  net. 

Royde-Smith   (N.  G.).     THE    PILLOW 

BOOK :    A   GARNER    OF   MANY    MOODS. 

Collected.       Second     Edition.      Cr.     Svo. 

4*.  6d.  net. 
POETS  OF  OUR  DAY.    Selected,  with  an 

Introduction.    Fcap.  Svo.    5*. 

Russell  (W.  Clark).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL  LORD  COLLINGWOOD. 
Illustrated,  fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

*Ryan  (P.  F.  W.).  STUART  LIFE  AND 
MANNERS  ;  A  SOCIAL  HISTORY.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  Svo.  los.  6d.  net. 

St.  Francis  of  Asslsi.  THE  LITTLE 
FLOWERS  OF  THE  GLORIOUS 
MESSER,  AND  OF  HIS  FRIARS. 
Done  into  English,  with  Notes  hy  WILLIAM 
HEYWOOD.  Illustrated.  Demy  8vo.  5* .  net. 

•Sakl'   (H.   H.   Munro).      REGINALD. 

Third  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.     as.  6d.  net. 
REGINALD     IN     RUSSIA.      Fcaf.    8w. 

as.  (>d.  net. 

Sandeman  (G.  A.  CO-  METTERNICH. 
Illustrated.  Demy  8va.  ior.  6d.  net. 

Selous  (Edmund).  TOMMY  SMITH'S 
ANIMALS.  Illustrated.  Eleventh  Edi- 
tion. Fcaf.  Svo.  2S.  6d. 

TOMMY  SMITH'S  OTHER  ANIMALS. 
Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition.  Fcaf.  &vo. 
es.  6d. 

JACK'S  INSECTS.   Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Shakespeare  (William). 

THE  FOUR  FOLIOS,  1623;  1632;  1664; 
1685.  Each  £4  4*.  net,  or  a  complete  set, 
£12  12  s.  net. 

THE  POEMS  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With  an  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  GEORGE  WYNDHAM.  Demy  8iv.  Buck- 
ram, tot.  ftd. 

Sharp  (A.).  VICTORIAN  POETS.  Cr. 
Svo.  as.  6d. 

Sidgwick  (Mrs.  Alfred).  HOME  LIFE 
IN  GERMANY.  Illustrated.  Second- 
Edition.  Demy  &vo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Sladen  (Douglas).  SICILY:  The  New 
Winter  Resort.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  5-f.  net. 

Smith  (Adam).  THE  WEALTH  OF 
NATIONS.  Edited  by  EDWIN  CANNAN. 
Two  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  ais.  net. 

•Smith  (G.  Herbert).  GEMS  ANL> 
PRECIOUS  STONES.  Illustrated.  Cr. 
Svo.  6s, 

Snell  (F.  J.).  A  BOOK  OF  EXMOOR. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo,  6t. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 
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•Stancllffe.'  GOLF  DO'S  AND  DONT'S. 
Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  is.  net. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.).  THE  LETTERS  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Edited 
by  Sir  SIDNEY  COLVIN.  A  New  and  En- 
larged Edition  in  4  volumes.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Fcap.  Svo.  Leather,  each  $s.  net. 

VAILIMA  LETTERS.  With  an  Etched 
Portrait  by  WILLIAM  STRANG.  Ninth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 

THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  See 
BALFOUR  (G.). 

Stevenson  (M.  I.).  FROM  SARANAC 
TO  THE  MARQUESAS  AND  BEYOND. 
Being  Letters  written  by  Mrs.  M.  I.  STEVEN- 
SON during  1887-88.  Cr.  Sva.  6s.  net. 

LETTERS  FROM  SAMOA,  1891-95.  Edited 
and  arranged  by  M.  C.  BALFOUR.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  net. 

Storp  (Vernon  F.).  DEVELOPMENT 
AND  DIVINE  PURPOSE.  Cr.  Svo.  5*. 
net. 

Streatfeild  (R.  A.).  MODERN  MUSIC 
AND  MUSICIANS.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  js.  6d.  net. 

Swanton  (E.  W.).  FUNGI  AND  HOW 
TO  KNOW  THEM.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo. 
6s.  net. 

Sykes  (Ella  C.}.  PERSIA  AND  ITS 
PEOPLE.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 
net. 

Symes  (J.  E.).  THE  FRENCH  REVO- 
LUTION. Second  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  zs.  6d. 

Tabor  (Margaret  E-).  THE  SAINTS  IN 
ART.  Illustrated.  Fcap.  Svo.  3*.  6d.  net. 

Taylor  (A.  E.).  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
METAPHYSICS.  Second  Edition.  Demy 
Svo.  i  or.  6d.  net. 

Thibaudeau  (A.  C.).  BONAPARTE  AND 
THE  CONSULATE.  Translated  and 
Edited  by  G.  K.  FORTESCUE.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Svo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Thomas  (Edward).  MAURICE  MAE- 
TERLINCK. Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  $s.  net. 

Thompson  (Francis).  SELECTED 
POEMS  OF  FRANCIS  THOMPSON. 
With  a  Biographical  Note  by  WILFRID 
MEYNF.LL.  With  a  Portrait  in  Photogravure. 
Seventh  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  5.*.  net. 

Tileston  (Mary  W.).  DAILY  STRENGTH 
FOR  DAILY  NEEDS.  Eighteenth.  Edi- 
tion. Medium  if>mo.  2*.  6d.net.  Lamb- 
skin 3.7.  6d.  net.  Also  an  edition  in  superior 
binding,  6s. 

THE  STRONGHOLD  OF  HOPE. 
Medium  i6mo.  as.  6d.  net. 

Toynbee(Paget).  DANTE  ALIGHIERI; 

His  LIFE  AND  WORKS.  With  16  Illustra- 
tions. Fourth  and  Enlarged  Edition.  Cr. 
ST-O.  5*.  nit. 


Trench  (Herbert.)  DEIRDRE  WEDDED, 
AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Second  and  Revised 
Edition.  Large  Post  Svo.  6s. 

NEW  POEMS.  Second  Edition.    Large  Pest 

APOLLO'  AND   THE   SEAMAN.    Large 

Post  Svo.    Paper,  is.  6d.  net;  cloth,  2S.  dd. 

net. 
Trevelyan  (G.  M.).    ENGLAND  UNDER 

THE  STUARTS.     With  Maps  and  Plans. 

Fifth  Edition.     Demy  Svt.     xor.  6d.  net. 

Triggs  (Inigo  H.).  TOWN  PLANNING : 
PAST,  PRESENT,  AND  POSSIBLE.  Illustra- 
ted. Second  Edition.  Wide  Royal  Svo. 
1ST.  net. 

Underbill  (Evelyn).  MYSTICISM.  A 
Study  in  the  Nature  and  Development  of 
Man  s  Spiritual  Consciousness.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Demy  Svo.  15*.  net. 

Vaughan  (Herbert  M.).  THE  NAPLES 
RIVIERA.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6f. 

FLORENCE  AND  HER  TREASURES. 

Illustrated.     Fcap.  8vo.     $s.  net. 

Vernon  (Hon.  W.  Warren).  READINGS 
ON  THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.  With 
an  Introduction  by  the  REV.  DR.  MOORE. 
Two  Volumes.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 

READINGS  ON  THE  PURGATORIO 
OF  DANTE.  With  an  Introduction  by 
the  late  DEAN  CHURCH.  Two  Volumes. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  15*.  net. 

READINGS  ON  THE  PARADISO  OF 
DANTE.  With  an  Introduction  by  the 
BISHOP  OF  RIPON.  Two  Volumes.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  15*.  net. 

Waddell,  (Col.  L.  A.).  LHASA  AND  ITS 
MYSTERIES.  With  a  Record  of  the  Ex- 
pedition of  1903-1904.  Illustrated.  Third 
andCheaper  Edition.  Medium  Svo.  ^s.  dd. 
net. 

Wagner  (Richard).  RICHARD  WAG- 
NER'S  MUSIC  DRAMAS:  Interpreta- 
tions, embodying  Wagner's  own  explana- 
tions. By  ALICE  LEIGHTON  CLEATHER 
and  BASIL  CRUMP.  Fcap.  Svo.  us.  6d.  each. 
THE  RING  OF  THB  NIBHLUNG. 

Fifth  Edition. 
TRISTAN  AND  ISOLDE. 
Waterhouse  (Elizabeth).    WITH  THE 

SIMPLE-HEARTED  :  Little  Homilies  to 
Women  in  Country  Places.  Third  Edition. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  as.  net. 

THE  HOUSE  BY  THE  CHERRY  TREE. 
A  Second  Series  of  Little  Homilies  to 
Women  in  Country  Places.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
2S.  net. 

COMPANIONS  OF  THE  WAY.  Being 
Selections  for  Morning  and  Evening  Read- 
ing.  Chosen  and  arranged  by  ELIZABETH 
WATERHOUSE.  Large  Cr.  Svo.  51.  net. 

THOUGHTS  OF  A  TERTIARY.  Small 
Pott  Svo.  IT.  net. 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


Waters  (W.  G.)-  ITALIAN  SCULPTORS 
AND  SMITHS.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo. 
is.  6d.  net. 

•Watt  (Francis).  EDINBURGH  AND 
THE  LOTHIANS.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  6vo.  7*.  6d.  net. 

Weigrall  (Arthur  E.  P.).  A  GUIDE  TO 
THE  ANTIQUITIES  OF  UPPER 
EGYPT :  From  Abydos  to  the  Sudan 
Frontier.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8z>0.  jt.  6d.  net. 

Welch  (Catharine).  THE  LITTLE 
DAUPHIN.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Wells  (J.)-  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  y.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  Eleventh 
Edition.  With  3  Maps.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Westell  (W.  Perelval).     THE  YOUNG 

NATURALIST.    Illustrated.    Cr.  8vo.   6s. 
THE  YOUNG  ORNITHOLOGIST.   Illus- 
trated.    Cr.  Svo.    5*. 

Westell  (W.  Perelval),  and  Cooper  (C.  S.). 
THE  YOUNG  BOTANIST.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Svo.  y.  6J.  net. 

White  (George  F.).  A  CENTURY  OF 
SPAIN  AND  PORTUGAL,  1788-1898. 
Demy  Svo.  12*.  6d.  net. 

Wilde  (Oscar).     DEPROFUNDIS. 

Twelfth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     «.  net. 
THE  WORKS  OF  OSCAR  WILDE.    In 
Twelve  Volumes.     Fcaf.  Svo.     5*.  net  each 
volume. 

i.  LORD  ARTHUR  SAVII.E'S  CRIME  AND 
THE  PORTRAIT  OF  MX.  W.  H.  n.  THE 
DUCHESS  or  PADUA.  in.  POEMS.  iv. 
LADY  WINDERMERE'S  FAN.  v.  A  WOMAN 
OF  No  IMPORTANCE,  vi.  AN  IDEAL  HUS- 
BAND, vii.  THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  BEING 
EARNEST.  viir.  A  HOUSE  OP  POME- 
GRANATES, nc.  INTENTIONS,  x.  DE  PRO- 

FUNDIS  AND  PRISON  LETTERS.     XI.    ESSAYS. 

xn.  SALOME,    A    FLORENTINE    TRAGEDY, 
and  LA  SAINTS  COURTISANE, 


Williams  (H.  Noel).  THE  WO  MEN 
BONAPARTES.  The  Mother  and  three 
Sisters  of  Napoleon.  Illustrated.  In  Two 
Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  24*.  net. 

A  ROSE  OF  SAVOY  :  MARIE  ADELAIDE  OF 
SAVOY,  DUCHESSE  DB  BOURGOGNE,  MOTHER 
OP  Louis  xv.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Svf.  151.  net. 

THE  FASCINATING  DUG  DE  RICHE- 
LIEU: Louis  FRANCOIS  ARMAND  DU 
PLESSIS  (1696-1788).  Illustrated.  Dttny  Svf. 
15*.  net. 

A  PRINCESS  OF  ADVENTURE  :  MARIE 
CAROLINE,  DUCHESSE  DE  BKRRT  (1798- 
1870).  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo.  15*.  net. 


Wood  (Sir  Evelyn).  FROM  MIDSHIP- 
MAN  TO  FIELD-MARSHAL.  Illustra- 
ted. Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Demy 
Zvo.  JS.  (>d.  net, 

THE  REVOLT  IN  HINDUSTAN.  1857- 
59-  Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 


Wood  (W.  Blrkbeek),  and  Edmonds 
(Lieut.-Col.  J.  E.).  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  CIVIL  WAR  IN  THE  UNITED 
STATES  (1861-5).  With  an  Introduction 
by  H.  SPENSER  'WILKINSON.  With  24  Maps 
and  Plans.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Sue. 
xzr.  &/.  net. 


Wordsworth  (W.).  THE  POEMS.  With 
an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  NOWELL 
C.  SMITH.  In  Three  Volumes.  Demy  &vo. 
151.  net. 


Wyllle  (M.  A.).  NORWAY  AND  ITS 
FJORDS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 


Yeats    (W.  B.).      A    BOOK   OF   IRISH 
VERSE.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  &m>.    jr.  bd. 


PART   II. — A  SELECTION  OF  SERIES. 


Ancient  Cities. 

General  Editor,  B.  C.  A,  WINDLE. 

Cr.  Svff.    41.  6d.  net  each  volume. 
With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  NEW,  and  other  Artists. 


BRISTOL.    Alfred  Harrer. 
CANTERBURY.    J.  C.  Cox. 
CHESTER.     B.  C.  A.  Windle. 
DUBLIN.    S.  A.  O.  Fitipatrick. 


EDINBURGH.    M.  G.  Williamson. 
LINCOLN.     E.  Mansel  Sympson. 
SHREWSBURY.    T.  Auden. 
WELLS  and  GLASTONBUXY.    T.  S.  Holmes. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 
The  Antiquary's  Books. 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX. 
JDtmy  8zv.     JS.  6d.  net  each  volume. 
With  Numerous  Illustrations. 


ARCHEOLOGY     AND     FALSE    ANTIQUITIES. 

R.  Munro. 
BELLS  OF  ENGLAND,  THE.   Canon  J.  J.  Raven. 

Second  Edition. 
BRASSES  OF  ENGLAND,   THE.      Herbert  W. 

Macklin.    Second  Edition. 
CELTIC    ART   IN    PAGAN   AND    CHRISTIAN 

TIMES.    J.  Romilly  Allen.   Second  Edition. 
CASTLES  AND  WALLKD  TOWNS  OF  ENGLAND. 

A.  Harvey. 

DOMESDAY  INQUEST,  THB.  Adolphns  Ballard. 
ENGLISH   CHURCH    FURNITURE.     J.  C.  Cox 

and  A.  •  Harvey.  Second  Edition. 
ENGLISH  COSTUMB.  From  Prehistoric  Times 

to  the   End    of   the    Eighteenth    Century. 

George  Clinch. 
ENGLISH  MONASTIC  LIFE.     The  Right  Rev. 

Abbot  Gasquet.  Fourth  Edition. 
ENGLISH  SEALS.  J.  Harvey  Bloom. 
FOLK-LORE  AS  AN  HISTORICAL  SCIENCB. 

Sir  G.  L.  Gomme. 
GILDS  AND  COMPANIES   OF  LONDON,  THE. 

George  Unwin. 


MANOR    AND    MANORIAL    RECORDS,    THE. 

Nathaniel  J.  Hone. 
MEDIEVAL   HOSPITALS  OF  ENGLAND,   THE. 

Rotha  Mary  Clay. 
OLD    ENGLISH    INSTRUMENTS    OF     Music. 

F.  W.  Galpin.     Second  Edition. 
OLD  ENGLISH  LIBRARIES.    James  Hutt. 
OLD     SERVICE     BOOKS    OF    THE   ENGLISH 

CHURCH.      Christopher    Wordsworth,    and 

Henry  Littlehales.     Second  Edition. 
PARISH     LIFE    m     MEDIAEVAL     ENGLAND. 

The  Right  Rev.  Abbot   Gasquet.      Third 

Edition. 
PARISH    REGISTERS    OF     ENGLAND,    THE. 

J.  C.  Cox. 
REMAINS    OF     THE   PREHISTORIC    AGE    IN 

ENGLAND.       B.   C.   A.   Windle.        Second 

Edition. 

ROMAN  ERA  IN  BRITAIN,  THE.    J.  Ward. 
ROMAN-BRITISH    BUILDINGS    AND    EARTH- 
WORKS.   J.  Ward. 
ROYAL  FORESTS  OF  ENGLAND,  THE.     J.  C. 

Cox. 
SHRINES  OF  BRITISH  SAINTS.    J.  C.  Wall. 


The  Arden  Shakespeare. 

Demy  8vo.    2t.  6J.  net  each  volume. 

An  edition  of  Shakespeare  in  single  Plays ;  each  edited  with  a  full  Introduction, 
Textual  Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 

ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

CYMBELINE. 

COMEDY  OF  ERRORS,  THE. 

HAMLET.     Third  Edition. 

JULIUS  CAESAR. 

KING  HENRY  iv.    PT.  i. 

KING  HENRY  v. 

KING  HENRY  vi.    PT.  I. 

KING  HENRY  vi.    PT.  IL 

KING  HKNRY  vi.    PT.  in. 

KING  LEAR. 

KING  RICHARD  in. 

LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  KING  JOHN,  THB. 

LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 

MACBETH. 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

MERCHANT  OF  VENICE,  THE. 

MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR,  THB. 

MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM,  A. 

OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW,  THE. 

TEMPEST,  THE. 

TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS  AND  CRBSSIDA. 

Two  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA,  TUB. 

TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 


METHUEN  AND  COMPANY  LIMITED 


Classics  of  Art. 

Edited  by  DR.  J.  H.  W.  LAING. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     Wide  Royal  &vo. 
H.  E.  Walters. 
H.  B.  Walters. 


THE  ART  OF  TUB  GREEKS. 
12*.  6d.  tut. 

THK  ART  OF  THB  ROMANS. 
i  jr.  net. 

CHARDIN.     H.  E.  A.  Furst.     12*.  6d.  net. 

DONATELLO.     Maud  Cruttwell.      15*.  net. 

FLORENTINE  SCULPTORS  OF  THE  RENAIS- 
SANCE. Wilhelm  Bode.  Translated  by 
Jessie  Haynes.  vu.  6d.  net. 

GEORGE  ROMNEY.  Arthur  B.  Chamberlain. 
i2x.  sit.  net. 

GHIRLANDAIO.  Gerald  S.  Davies.  Sectnd 
Edition,  lot.  64. 


MICHELANGELO.    Gerald  S.  Davies.     121.  6<£ 
net. 


RUBENS.     Edward  Dillon,     25^.  net. 
RAPHAEL.    A.  P.  Oppi.    12*.  f>d.  net. 
REMBRANDT'S  ETCHINGS.    A.  M.  Hind. 
TITIAN.    Charles  Ricketts.     12*.  6d.  net. 

TINTORETTO.    Evelyn  March  Phillipps.    15*; 
net. 

TURNER'S  SKETCHES  AND  DRAWINGS.    A.  J. 
FINBERG.     i2f.6ti.net.     Second  Edition. 

VELAZQUEZ.    A.  de  Beruete.    iw.  6d.  net. 


The  Complete  Series. 

Fully  Illustrated.    Demy  Svt. 


THB  COMPLETB  BILLIARD  PLAYER.    Charles 

Roberts.     IQS.  dd.  net. 
THS    COMPLETE    COOK.      Lilian    Whitling. 

js.  (>d.  net. 
THE   COMPLETE   CRICKETER.         Albert    E. 

Knight,     js.  6d.  net.    Second  Edition. 
THE  COMPLETE  FOXHUNTER.     Charles  Rich- 
ardson.    12.?.  6ti.  net.    Second  Edition. 
THE    COMPLETE    GOLFER.      Harry  Vardon. 

ior.  6d.  net.     Twelfth,  Edition. 
THE    COMPLETE    HOCKEY-PLAYER.    Eustace 

E.  White.     5*.  net.    Second  Edition. 
THB    COMPLETE    LAWN    TENNIS     PLAYER. 

A.   Wallis   Myers.      iar.   6d.  net.       Third 

Edition,  Revised. 


THB  COMPLETB  MOTORIST.  Filson  Young. 
las.  dd.  net.  New  Edition  (Seventh). 

THE  COMPLETE  MOUNTAINEER.  G.  D. 
Abraham.  15*.  net.  Second  Edition. 

THE  COMPLETB  OARSMAN.  R.  C.  Lehmann. 
iof.  fjd.  net. 

THE  COMPLETE  PHOTOGRAPHER.  R.  Child 
Bayley.  ior.  dd.  net.  fourth  Edition. 

THE  COMPLKTK  RUGBY  FOOTBALLER,  ON  THK 
NEW  ZEALAND  SYSTEM.  D.  Gallaher  and 
W.  J.  Stead,  icx.  6d.  net.  Second  Edition. 

THB  COMPLETE  SHOT.  G.  T.  Teasdal* 
Buckell.  IM.  (>d.  net.  Third  Edition. 


The  Connoisseur's  Library. 

With  ttumerous  Illustrations.     Wide  Royal  8vo.     25*.  net  each  volume. 


FNGLISH    FURNITURE.    F.  S.  Robinson. 
ENGLISH  COLOURED  BOOKS.    Martin  Hardie. 
ETCHINGS.    Sir  F.  Wedmore. 
EUROPEAN    ENAMELS.      Henry  H.   Cunyng- 

hame. 

GLASS.    Edward  Dillon. 
GOLDSMITHS'    AND    SILVERSMITHS'    WORK. 

Nelson  Dawson.     Second  Edition. 
ILLUMINATED  MANUSCRIPTS.    J.  A.  Herbert. 

Second  Edition. 


IVORIES.     Alfred  Maskell. 

JEWELLERY.       H.    Clifford    Smith.      Second 

Edition. 

MEZZOTINTS.     Cyril  Davenport. 
MINIATURES.    Dudley  Heath. 
PORCELAIN.     Edward  Dillon. 
SEALS.    .Walter  de  Gray  Birch. 

WOOD  SCULPTURB.     Alfred  Maskell.     Second 
Edition. 
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Handbooks  of  English  Church  History. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  BURN.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net  each  volume. 


THE  FOUNDATIONS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH. 
J.  H.  Maude. 

THE  SAXON  CHURCH  AND  THB  NORMAN  CON- 
QUEST. C.  T.  Cruttwell. 

THE  MEDIEVAL  CHURCH  AND  THE  PAPACY. 
A.  C.  Jennings. 


THE  REFORMATION  PERIOD.    Henry  Gee. 

THE  STRUGGLE  WITH  PURITANISM.  Bruce 
Blaxland. 

THE  CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  m  THB  EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  Alfred  Plummer. 


Handbooks  of  Theology. 


THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCARNATION.    R.  L. 

Ottley.      Fifth  Edition,  Revised.       Demy 

Bvo.     i2S.  6a. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  DOCTRINE. 

J.  F.  Bethune-Baker.     Demy  8vo.     101.  dd. 
AN    INTRODUCTION   TO    THE    HISTORY    OF 

RF.LIGJON.      F.  B.  Jevons.     Fifth  Edition. 

Demy  Sva.     lot.  6d. 


AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THB  HISTORY  or  THB 
CREEDS.  A.  E.  Burn.  Demy  Zvo.  ics.  dd. 

THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  RELIGION  IN  ENGLAND 
AND  AMERICA.  Alfred  Caldecott.  DemyZvo. 
los.  6d. 

THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE  CHURCH  or 
ENGLAND.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
Seventh  Edition.  Dttny  &vo.  izf.  dd. 


The  Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books. 

Fcaf.  Svc.     3-r.  6J.  net  each  volume. 
WITH    COLOURED     ILLUSTRATIONS. 


OLD  COLOURED  BOOKS.    George  Paston,    tt. 

net. 
THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  JOHN  MYTTON, 

ESQ.     Nimrod.     Fifth  Edition. 
THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPORTSMAN.    Nimrod. 
HANDLEY  CROSS.     R.  S.  Surtees.     Fourth 

Edition. 
MR.    SPONGE'S    SPORTING    TOUR.       R.    S. 

Surtees.     Second  Edition. 

JORROCKS'S  JAUNTS  AND  JOLLITIES.      R.  S. 

Surtees.     Third  Edition. 
ASK  MAMMA.     R.  S.  Surtees. 

THE    ANALYSIS    of   THE    HUNTING    FIELD. 

R.  S.  Surtees. 
THE  TOUR  OF  DR.   SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH  OF 

THE  PICTURESQUE.     William  Combe. 

THE  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH  OF 
CONSOLATION.  William  Combe. 

THE  THIRD  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH 
OF  A  WIFE.  William  Combe. 

THB  HISTORY  OF  JOHNNY  QUAE  GENUS. 
the  Author  of '  The  Three  Tours.' 

THE  ENGLISH  DANCE  OF  DEATH,  from  the 
Designs  of  T.  Rowlandson,  with  Metrical 
Illustrations  by  the  Author  of  '  Doctor 
Syntax.'  Two  Volumes, 


THE  DANCE  OF  LIFE:  A  Poem.  The  Author 
of  'Dr.  Syntax.' 

LIFE  IN  LONDON.    Pierce  Eg*n. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  LONDON.  An  Amateur  (Pierce 
Egan).  Two  Volumes. 

THE  LIFE  OF  AN  ACTOR.     Pierce  Egan. 

THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD.  Oliver  Gold- 
smith. 

THE  MILITARY  ADVENTURES  OF  JOHNNY 
NEWCOMBE.  An  Officer. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN. 
With  Descriptions  and  50  Coloured  Plates  by 
Henry  Alken. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  POST  CAPTAIN. 
A  Naval  Officer. 

GAMONIA.     Lawrence  Rawstorne. 

AN  ACADEMY  FOR  GROWN  HORSKMBN. 
Geoffrey  Gambado. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  IRELAND.    A  Real  Paddy. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JOHNNY  NEWCOMBE  iw 
THE  NAVY.  Alfred  Burton. 

THE  OLD  ENGLISH  SQUIRE.    John  Careless. 

THE  ENGLISH  SPY.  Bernard  Blackmaatlo. 
Two  Volumes,  is.  net. 
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WITH    PLAIN     ILLUSTRATIONS. 


THE  GRAVE  :  A  Poem.    Robert  Blair. 
ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THK  BOOK  or  JOB.    In- 
1     vented  and  engraved  by  William  Blake. 
WINDSOR   CASTI.E.     W.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
THK    TOWER    OF    LONDON.      W.    Harrison 
Ainsworth. 


FRANK  FAIRLEGH.    F.  E.  Smedley. 

HANDY  ANDY.     Samuel  Lover. 

THE  COMPLEAT  ANGLER.    Izaak  Walton  and 

Charles  Cotton. 
THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.    Charles  Dickens. 


Leaders  of  Religion. 

Edited  by  II.  C.  BEECHING.     With  Portraits 

Crown  Svo.     2s.  net  each  volume. 
CARDINAL  NEW-MAN.    R.  H.  Hutton. 
JOHN  WESLEY.     J.  H.  Overton. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCK.     G.  \V.  Danicll. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.    A.  W.  Hutton. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.    H.  C.  G.  Moule. 
JOHN  KNOX.    F.  MacCunn.    Second  Edition. 
JOHN  HOWE.    R.  F.  Horton. 
THOMAS  KEN.     F.  A.  Clarke. 


GEORGE  Fox,    THE  QUAKER.    T.  Hodgkin. 

Third  Edition. 
JOHN  KEBLE.    Walter  Lock. 


THOMAS  CHALMERS.    Mrs.  Oliphant.    Second 
Edition. 

LANCELOT  ANDREWES.    R.  L.  Ottley.    Second 
Edition. 


AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.    E.  L.  Cults. 
WILLIAM  LAUD.    W.  H.  Hutton.    Third  Ed. 
JOHN  DONNE.    Augustus  Jessop. 
THOMAS  C  RAMMER.    A.  J.  Mason. 

BISHOP  LATIMER.    R.  M.  Carlyle  and  A.  T. 
Carlyle. 

BISHOP  BUTLER.    W.  A.  Spooner. 


The  Library  of  Devotion. 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  Pott  Sw,  cloth,  2s.  ;  leather,  2s.  (td.  net  each  volume. 
OF    ST.     AUGUSTINE. 


THK     CONFESSIONS 
Seventh  Edition. 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.     Sixth  Edition. 
THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.    Fifth  Edition. 
LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.    Second  Edition. 
THE  TEMPLE.    Second  Edition. 
A  BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS.    Second  Edition. 

A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT  AND  HOLY 
LIFE.     Fourth  Edition. 

A  GUIDE  TO  ETERNITY. 

THE  INNER  WAY.    Second  Edition. 

ON  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD. 

THE  PSALMS  OF  DAVID. 

LYRA  APOSTOLICA. 

THE  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

THE  THOUGHTS  OF  PASCAL.    Second  Edition. 

A    MANUAL   OF    CONSOLATION    FROM    THE 
SAIN  is  AND  FATHERS. 

DEVOTIONS  FROM  THE  APOCRYPHA. 
THE  SPIRITUAL  COMBAT. 
THK  DEVOTIONS  OF  ST.  ANSKLM. 
Bisuor  WILSON'S  SACRA  PRIVATA. 


CRACK  ABOUNDING  TO  THE  CHIEF  OF  SIN- 
NERS. 

LYRA    SACRA  :    A    Book    of   Sacred    Verse. 
Second  Edition. 

A    DAY    BOOK    FROM    THB     SAINTS   AND 
FATHERS. 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  HEAVENLY  WISDOM.    A 
Selection  from  the  English  Mystics. 

LIGHT,  LIFE,  and  LOVE.    A   Selection  from 
the  German  Mystics. 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE   DEVOUT   LIFE. 

THE  LITTLB   FLOWERS    OF   THE   GLORIOUS 

MESSER  ST.  FRANCIS  AND  OF  HIS  FRIARS. 

DEATH  AND  IMMORTALITY. 

THE  SPIRITUAL  GUIDE.    Second  Edition. 

DEVOTIONS  FOR  EVERY  DAY  IN  THE  WEEK 
AND  THE  GREAT  FESTIVALS. 

PRECES  PRIVATE. 

HORA  MYSTICS  :    A  Day    Book    from   the 
Writings  of  Mystics  of  Many  Nations. 
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Little  Books  on  Art. 

With  many  Illustrations.    Demy  iftmo.     2s.  6J.  net  each  volume. 

Each  volume  consists  of  about  200  pages,  and  contains  from  30  to  40  Illustrations, 
including  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure. 


ALBRECHT  DURER.    J.  Allen. 

ARTS  OF  JAPAN,  THE.     E.  Dillon.     Third 

Edition. 

BOOKPLATES.    E.  Almack. 
BOTTICELLI.    Mary  L.  Bonnor. 
BURNE- JONES.    F.  de  Lisle. 
CHRISTIAN  SYMBOLISM.    Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
CHRIST  IN  ART.    Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
CLAUDE.    E.  Dillon. 
CONSTABLE.       H.    W.    Tompkins.      Second 

Edition. 

COROT.    A.  Pollard  and  E.  Bimstingl. 
ENAMELS.    Mrs.  N.  Dawson.   Second  Edition. 
FREDERIC  LEIGHTON.    A.  Corkran. 
GEORGE  ROMNEY.    G.  Fasten. 
GREEK  ART.   H.  B.  Walters.   Fourth  Edition. 
GREUZB  AND  BOUCHER.    E.  F.  Pollard. 


HOLBEIN.    Mrs.  G.  Fortescue. 

ILLUMINATED  MANUSCRIPTS.    J.  W.  Bradley. 

JEWELLERY.     C.  Davenport. 

JOHN  Hoi-PNER.    H.  P.  K.  Skipton. 

SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS.     J.  Siinc.     Second 

Edition. 

MILLET.    N.  Peacock. 
MINIATURES.    C.  Davenport. 
OUR  LADY  IN  ART.     Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 
RAPHAEL.    A.  R.  Dryhurst. 
REMBRANDT.    Mrs.  E.  A.  Sharp. 
TURNER.    F.  Tyrrell-Gill. 
VANDYCK.    M.  G.  Smallwood. 
VELASQUEZ.      W.    Wilberforce    and    A.    R. 

Gilbert. 
WATTS.    R.  E.  D.  Sketchley. 


The  Little  Galleries. 

Demy  if>rno.     2s.  6d.  net  each  volume. 

Each  volume  contains  20  plates  in  Photogravure,  together  with  a  short  outline  of 
the  life  and  work  of  the  master  to  whom  the  book  is  devoted. 


A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OK  REYNOLDS. 
A  LITTLE  GALLERY  or  ROMNEY. 
A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  HOFFNER. 


A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OK  MILLAIS. 

A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  ENGLISH  POETS. 


The  Little  Guides. 

With  many  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  NEW  and  other  artists,  and  from  photographs. 
Small  Pott  %vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net;  leather •,  3-f.  6d.  net,  each  volume. 

The  main  features  of  these  Guides  are  (i)  a  handy  and  charming  form  ;  (2)  illus- 
trations from  photographs  and  by  well-known  artists  ;  (3)  good  plans  and  maps  ;  (4) 
an  adequate  but  compact  presentation  of  everything  that  is  interesting  in  the 
natural  features,  history,  archaeology,  and  architecture  of  the  town  or  district  treated. 


CAMBRIDGE    AND    ITS    COLLEGES.      A.    H. 
Thompson.     Third  Edition,  Revised. 

CHANNEL  ISLANDS,  THE.    E.  E.  BicknelL 
ENGLISH  LAKES,  THE.    F.  G.  Brabant. 
ISLE  OK  WIGHT,  THE.    G.  Clinch. 
MALVERN  COUNTRY,  THE.    B.  C.  A.  Windle. 
NORTH  WALES.    A.  T.  Story. 
OXFORD    AND    ITS    COLLEGES.      J.    Wells. 
Ninth  Edition. 


SHAKESPEARE'S  COUNTRY.    B.  C.  A.  Windle. 

fourth  Edition. 

ST.  PAUL'S  CATHEDRAL.    G.  Clinch. 
WESTMINSTER    ABBEY.      G.    E.    Troutbeck. 

Second  Edition. 


BERKSHIRE.    F.  G.  Brabant. 
BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.    E.  S.  Roscot. 
CHESHIRE.    W.  M.  Gallichan. 
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CORNWALL.    A.  L.  Salmon. 

DERBYSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox. 

DEVON.    S.  Baring-Gould.    Stcond  Edition. 

DORSET.    F.  R.  Heath.    Second  Edition. 

ESSEX.    J.  C.  Cox. 

HAMPSHIRE.    J.  C.  Cox. 

HERTFORDSHIRE.    H.  W.  Tompkia*. 

KENT.    G.  Clinch. 

KERRY.    C.  P.  Crane. 

MIDDLESEX.    J.  B.  Firth. 

MONMOUTHSHIRE.    G.  W.  Wade  and   J.  H. 

Wade. 
NORFOLK.     W.  A.   Dutt.     Second  Edition, 

Revised. 

NORTHAMPTONSHIRE.    W.  Dry.    Second  Ed. 
NORTHUMBERLAND.    J.  E.  Morris. 
NOTTINGHAMSHIRE.    L.  Guilford. 
OXFORDSHIRE.    F.  G.  Brabant. 


SOMERSET.    G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade. 
STAFFORDSHIRE.     C.  E.  Maseficld. 
SUFFOLK.    W.  A.  Dutt. 
SURREY.    J.  C.  Cox. 

SUSSEX.     F.  G.  Brabant.     Third  Edition, 
WILTSHIRE.    F.  R.  Heath. 
YORKSHIRE,    THE    EAST    RIDING.      J.     E. 
Morris. 

YORKSHIRE,    THE   NORTH   RIDING.     J.  E. 

Morris. 
YORKSHIRE,    THE    WEST    RIDING.       J.   B. 

Morris.     Cloth,  y.  6d.  net;  leatJter,  45.  dd. 

net. 


BRITTANY.     S.  Baring-Gould. 
NORMANDY.     C.  Scudamore. 
ROME.    C.  G.  Ellaby. 
SICILY.    F.  H.  Jackson. 


The  Little  Library. 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Small  Pott  8vt>.     Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net. 


Anon.  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH 
LYRICS.  Second  Edition. 

Austen    (Jane).    PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE.    Two  Volumes. 
NORTHANGER  ABBEY. 

Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF 
LORD  BACON. 

Barbara  (R.  H.).  THE  INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS.  Two  Volumes. 

Barnet  (Annie}.  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  PROSE. 

Beckford  (William).  THE  HISTORY 
OF  THE  CALIPH  VATHEK. 

Blake  (William).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  BLAKE. 

Borrow    (George).    LAVENGRO.     Two 

Volumes. 
THE  ROMANY  RYE. 

Browning  (Robert).  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF 
ROBERT  BROWNING. 

Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN  :  with  GEORGK 
CANNING'S  additional  Poems. 

Cowley  (Abraham).  THE  ESSAYS  OF 
ABRAHAM  COWLEY. 

Crabbe  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE 


Cralk  (Mrs.).  JOHN  HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN.  Two  Volumes. 

Crashaw  (Richard).  THE  ENGLISH 
POEMS  OF  RICHARD  CRASHAW. 

Dante  Alighierl.  THE  INFERNO  OF 
DANTE.  Translated  by  H.  F.  CARY. 

THE  PURGATORIO  O-F  DANTE.  Trans- 
lated  by  H.  F.  CARY. 

THE  PARADISO  OF  DANTE.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  F.  CARY. 

Barley  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  DARLEY. 

Deane  (A.  C.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
LIGHT  VERSE. 

Diekens(Charles).  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 
Two  Volumes. 

Ferrier   (Susan).      MARRIAGE.      Twf 

Volumes. 
THE  INHERITANCE.     Two  Volumes. 

Gaskell  (Mrs.).  CRANFORD.  Second  Ed. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 
LETTER. 

Henderson  (T.  F.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
OF  SCOTTISH  VERSE. 


Keats  (John). 


Klnglake  (A,  W.). 
Edition. 


POEMS. 

EOTHEN. 
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Lamb  (Charles).  ELIA,  AND  THE  LAST 
ESSAYS  OF  ELIA. 

Locker  (F.).    LONDON  LYRICS. 

Longfellow  (H.  W.).  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  POEMS  OF  H.  W.  LONG- 
FELLOW. 

Marvell  (Andrew).  THE  POEMS  OF 
ANDREW  MARVELL. 

Milton  (John).  THE  MINOR  POEMS  OF 
JOHN  MILTON. 

Molr  (D.  M.).    MANSIE  WAUCH. 

Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  SONNETS. 

Rochefoucauld  (La).  THE  MAXIMS  OF 
LA  ROCHEFOUCAULD. 

Smith  (Horace  and  James).  REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. 


Sterne  (Laurence). 
JOURNEY. 


A  SENTIMENTAL 


Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  THE  EARLY 
POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNY- 
SON. 

IN  MEMORIAM. 

THE  PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

Thackeray   (W.  M.).     VANITY   FAIR. 

Three  Volumes. 

PENDENNIS.     Three  Volume*. 
ESMOND. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

Vaughan  (Henry).  THE  POEMS  OF 
HENRY  VAUGHAN. 

Walton  (Izaak).  THE  COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. 

Waterhouse  (Elizabeth).  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
Thirteenth  Edition. 

Wordsworth  (W.).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF  WILLIAM  WORDS- 
WORTH. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Second  Edition. 


The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare. 

Edited  by  W.  J.  CRAIG.     With  Introductions  and  Notes. 

Pott  1 6 mo.     In  40  Volumes.     Leather,  price  is.  net  each  volume^ 

Mahogany  Revolving  Book  Case.     los.  net. 

Miniature  Library. 


EUPHRANOR  :  A  Dialogue  on  Youth.  Edward 
FitzGerald.  Demy  -yano.  Leather,  is.  net. 

THE  LIFE  OF  EDWARD,  LORD  HERBERT  or 
CHERBURY.  Written  by  himself.  Demy 
yano.  Leather,  is.  net. 


POLONIES:  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  In- 
stances. Edward  FitzGerald.  Demy  -yimo. 
Leather,  ss.  net. 

THE  RUBAIYXT  OF  OMAR  KHAYV/M.  Edward 
FitzGerald.  Fourth  Edition.  Leather,  it. 
net. 


The  New  Library  of  Medicine. 

Edited  by  C.  W.  SALEEBY.     Demy  &vo. 

DRUGS  AND  THE  DRUG  HABIT.  H.  Sainsbury. 

A.  T.  Scho- 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  NATION,  THE.     The  Right 
Hon.   Sir   John   Gorst.       Second   Edition. 


CARE   OF  THE  BODY,  THE.     F.  Cavanagh. 
Second  Edition,     js.  6d.  net. 


js.  (>d.  net. 

CONTROL  OF  A  SCOURGE,  THE  :  or,  How 
Cancer  is  Curable.  Chas.  P.  Childe.  7*.  (>a. 
net. 

DISEASES  OF  OCCUPATION.  Sir  Thomas  Oliver. 
IOT.  6d.  net.  Second  Edition. 

DRINK  PROBLEM,  THE,  in  its  Medico-Socio- 
logical Aspects.  Edited  by  T.  N.  Kelynack. 
js.  6d.  net. 


FUNCTIONAL  NERVE  DISEASES. 
field,     -js.  6d.  net. 

HYGIENE  OF  MIND,  THE.  T.  S.  Clouston. 
Fifth  Edition,  js.  6d.  net. 

INFANT  MORTALITY.  Sir  George  Newman. 
7^.  6d.  net. 

PREVENTION  OF  TUBERCULOSIS  (CONSUMP- 
TION), THE.  Arthur  Newsholme.  I<M.  (td. 
net.  Second  Edition. 

AIR  AND  HEALTH.  Ronald  C.  Macfie.  js.  6d. 
net.  Second  Edition. 
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The  New  Library  of  Music. 

Edited  by  ERNEST  NEWt£AN.     Illustrated.    Demy  8vo.     *js.  6d.  net. 

BRAHMS.      J.  A.   Fuller-Maitland.      Second  I    HANDEL.    R.  A.  Streatfeild.    Second  Edition 
Edition.  \    HUGO  WOLF.    Ernest  Newman. 


Oxford  Biographies. 

Illustrated.    Fcap.  8ve.     Each  volume,  cloth,  2s.  6J.  net ;  leather,  $s.  6d.  net. 


DANTE  AI.IGHIERI.    Paget  Toynbee.     Third 

Edition. 
GIROLAMO  SAVONAROLA.    E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh. 

Fourth  Edition. 

JOHN  HOWARD.    E.  C.  S.  Gibson. 
ALFRED  TENNYSON.     A.  C.  Benson.     Second 

Edition. 

SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH.    I.  A.  Taylor. 
ERASMUS.    E.  F.  H.  Capey. 


THB  YOUNG  PRETENDER.    C  S.  Terry. 

ROBERT  BURNS.    T.  F.  Henderson. 

CHATHAM.    A.  S.  M'DowalL 

FRANCIS  OF  Assist.    Anna  M.  Stoddart. 

CANNING.    W.  Alison  Phillips. 

BEACONSPIELD.    Walter  Sichel. 

JOHANN  WOLFGANG  GOETHK.    H.  G.  Atkins. 

FRANCOIS  FENELON.    Viscount  St.  Cyre*. 


Romantic  History. 

Edited  by  MARTIN  HUME.     Illustrated.    DemyZvo. 

A  series  of  attractive  volumes  in  which  the  periods  and  personalities  selected  are 
such  as  afford  romantic  human  interest,  in  addition  to  their  historical 
importance. 


THE  FIRST  GOVERNESS  OF  THE  NETHER- 
LANDS, MARGARET  OF  AUSTRIA.  Eleanor 
E.  Tremayne.  tor.  6J.  net. 

Two  ENGLISH  QUKKNS  AND  PHILIF.    Martin 


Hume.    i%s.  net. 

THE  NINE  DAYS'  QUEEN.  Richard  Davey. 
With  a  Preface  by  Martin  Hume.  Second 
Edition.  ior.  6d.  net. 


The  States  of  Italy. 

Edited  by  E.  ARMSTRONG  and  R.  LANGTON  DOUGLAS. 
Illustrated.     Demy  Svt. 

A  HISTORY  OF  MILAN  UNDER  THB  SFOKZA.    I   A  HISTORY  OF  VEROKA.  A.  M.  Allen, 
Cecilia  M.  Ady.     iof.  kd.  net.  \       net. 

A  HISTORY  OF  PERUGIA.    W.  Heywood.    IM.  f>d.  ntt. 


j.  6J. 
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The  Westminster  Commentaries. 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK. 


THB  ACTS  or  THE  APOSTLES.    Edited  by  R. 
B.  Rackham.     Demy  Svo.    Fifth  Edition. 


THE  FIRST  EPISTLB  OF  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE 
TO  THE  CORINTHIANS.  Edited  by  H.  L. 
Goudge.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  EXODUS.  Edited  by  A.  H. 
M'Neile.  With  a  Map  and  3  Plans.  Demy 
Svo.  lot.  dd. 

THS  BOOK  OF  EZEKIKL.  Edited  by  H.  A. 
Redpath.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 


THE  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.  Edited  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver. 
Eighth  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  PROPHET  ISAIAH.  Edited 
by  G.  W.  Wade.  Demy  Svo.  zos.  6d. 

ADDITIONS  AND  CORRECTIONS  INTHE  SEVENTH 
EDITION  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.  S.  R. 
Driver.  Demy  Svo.  is. 

THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  6s. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  JAMES.  Edited  with  In- 
troduction and  Notes  by  R.  J.  Knowling. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Sro.  6s. 


Methuen's  Shilling  Library. 

Fcap.  8vo. 


DE  PROFUNDIS.    Oscar  Wilde. 

THE  LORE   OF  THE  HONEY-BEE.      Tickner 

Kdwardes. 
LETTERS    FROM   A  SELF-MADE   MERCHANT 

TO  HIS  SON.     George  Horace  Loriiner. 
SELECTED  POEMS.    Oscar  Wilde. 


THE   LIFE  OF  ROBERT  , Louis   STEVENSON. 
Graham  Balfour. 

THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  RUSKIN.     W.  G.  Colling- 
wood. 

THE   CONDITION   OF   ENGLAND.      G.  F.  G. 

Masterman. 


PART  III. — A  SELECTION  OF  WORKS  OF  FICTION 


Albanesi  (E.  Maria).    SUSANNAH  AND 
ONE    OTHER.      Fourth   Edition.      Cr. 

LOVE   AND    LOUISA.     Second   Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE  BROWN  EYES  OF  MARY.     Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
I    KNOW   A    MAIDEN.     Third   Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE  INVINCIBLE  AMELIA:   OR,    THE 

POLITB    ADVENTURESS.       Third    Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     3.1.  6d. 
THE    GLAD    HEART.      Fifth    Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

BagOt  (Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE   PASSPORT.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr. 

ANTHONY  CUTHBERT.  Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

LOVE'S  PROXY.    Cr.  too.    6s. 
DONNA   DIANA.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

Svo.    6s, 
CASTING   OF    NETS.     Twelfth    Edition. 

Cr.  Sve.     6s. 
THE  HOUSE  OF  SERRAVALLE.     Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6t. 


Bailey  (H.C.).  STORM  AND  TREASURE. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  LONELY  QUEEN.       Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Baring-Gould    (S.).       IN   THE    ROAR 

OF  THE  SEA.    Eighth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo. 

6s. 
MARGERY    OF     QUETHER.          Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.    Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

JACQUETTA.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
KITTY  ALONE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 
NOEMI.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 

THE*  BROOM  -  SQUIRE.  Illustrated. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

DARTMOOR    IDYLLS.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

GUAVAS  THE  TINNER.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

BLADYS  OF  THE  STEWPONEY.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

PABO   THE   PRIEST.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

WINEFRED.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

ROYAL  GEORGIK.    Illustrated.    Cr.lvt.6s. 
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CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS.    Cr.  too.    6t. 
IN  DEWISLAND.     Second  Ediiitn.     Cr. 

TH^E'FROBISHERS.  Cr.tva.  6s. 

MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Barr  (Robert).     IN   THE  MIDST  OF 

ALARMS.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.  Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6t. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY.    Third  Edition, 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Begbie  (Harold).  THE  CURIOUS  AND 
DIVERTING  ADVENTURES  OF  SIR 
JOHN  SPARROW,  BART.  ;  OR,  THE 
PROGRESS  OF  AN  OPEN  MIND.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Belloc  (H.).  EMMANUEL  BURDEN, 
MERCHANT.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 

A  CHANGE  IN  THE  CABINET.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  61. 

Bennett  (Arnold).     CLAY  HANGER. 

Tenth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE  CARD.     Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
HILDA  LESSWAYS.       Seventh    Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Benson  (E.  F.).  DODO :  A  DETAIL  OF  THE 
DAY.  Sixteenth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6j, 

Birmingham  (George  A.).  SPANISH 
GOLD.  Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  SEARCH  PARTY.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

LALAGE'S  LOVERS.     Third  Edition.    Cr. 

•THE  ADVENTURES  OF  DR.  WHITTY. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Bowen    (Marjorie).       I  WILL    MAIN- 

TAIN.     Seventh  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
DEFENDER  OF  THE   FAITH.      Fourth 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Castle  (Agnes  and  Egerton).  FLOWER 
O'  THE  ORANGE,  and  Other  Tales. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).  THE  GETTING 
WELL  OF  DOROTHY.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Conrad  (Joseph).  THE  SECRET  AGENT : 

A  Simple  Tale.  Fourth  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
A  SET  OF  SIX.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 
UNDER  WESTERN  EYES.  Second  Ed. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Corelli  (Marie).    A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO 

WORLDS.  Thirty-first  Ed.  Cr.Si'O.  6s. 
VENDETTA.  Twenty-ninth  Edition.  Cr. 

Svo.    6s. 
THELMA  :      A     NORWEGIAN     PRINCESS. 

Forty-second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6t. 
ARDATH  :  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD  SELF. 

Twentieth  Edition.    Cr.  6vo.    6t. 


THE    SOUL   OF    LILITH.'      Seventeen* 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
WORMWOOD  :      A    DRAMA    OF    PARIS. 

Eighteenth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6t. 
BARABBAS :    A  DREAM  OP  THE  WORLD'S 

TRAGEDY.     Forty-fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo. 

6s. 
THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Fifty-seventh 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN.    Thirteenth 

Edition,     ijgth  Thousand.     Cr.  &vo.     6s. 
TEMPORAL    POWER  :       A    STUDY     IN 

SUPREMACY.       Second     Edition.        isoth 

Thousand.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
GOD'S    GOOD    MAN  ;     A  SIMPLK   LOVE 

STORY.     Fifteenth  Edition,      i^th  Thou- 
sand.   Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
HOLY    ORDERS:    THE   TRAGEDY    OF   A 

QUIET    LIFE.       Second    Edition.       isoth 

Thousand.     Crmun  Svo.     6s. 
THE     MIGHTY    ATOM.       Twenty-ninth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
BOY :  a  Sketch.     Twelfth  Edition.    Cr.  Svt. 

6s. 

CAMEOS.   Fourteenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo.   6s. 
THE  LIFE  EVERLASTING.      Fifth  Ed. 

Cr.Svo.    6s. 

Crockett  (S.  R.).  LOCHINVAR.  Illus- 
trated. Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Croker  (B.  M.).      THE  OLD  CANTON- 

MENT.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
JOHANNA.     Second  Edition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 
THE  HAPPY  VALLEY.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
A     NINE     DAYS'     WONDER.      Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
PEGGY   OF    THE    BARTONS.     Seventh 

Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
ANGEL.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
KATHERINE  THE  ARROGANT.    Sixth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

BABES  IN  THE  WOOD.    Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).  ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.  Twelfth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.  Everard 

Cotes).   A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION. 

Illustrated.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
COUSIN  CINDERELLA.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE      BURNT      OFFERING.       Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Fenn  (G.  Manville).  SYD  BELTON: 
THE  BOY  WHO  WOULD  NOT  GO  TO  SEA. 
Illustrated.  Second  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Findlatep  (J.  HO.  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 
OF  BALGOWRIE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 

THE  LADDER  TO  THE  STARS.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
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Flndlater  (Mary).    A  NARROW  WAY. 

Third  Edition.    Cr.  6vo.    6s. 
OVER  THE  HILLS.    Second  Edition.    Cr. 

&vo.    6s. 
THE   ROSE    OF    JOY.     Third   Edition. 

Cr.  6vo.    6f. 
A    BLIND    BIRD'S    NEST.      Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6t. 

Fry  (B.  and  C.  B.)-  A  MOTHER'S  SON. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

Gibbon  (Perceval).  MARGARET 
HARDING.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  &w.  6s. 

Gissing  (George).  THE  CROWN  OF 
LIFE.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

Harraden  (Beatrice).    IN  VARYING 

MOODS.  Fourteenth  Edition.   Cr.  87/0.  6s. 

HILDA  STRAFFORD  and  THE  REMIT- 
TANCE MAN.  Twelfth  Ed.  Cr.&vo.  6s. 

INTERPLAY.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

Hichens  (Robert).  THE  PROPHET  OF 
BERKELEY  SQUARE.  Second  Edition. 

TONGTJES  *OF    CONSCIENCE.       Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
FELIX.     Eighth  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Cr. 

THE  WOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN.  Eighth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

BYEWAYS.    Cr.  &vo.    61. 

THE  GARDEN  OF  ALLAH.  Twenty- 
first  Edition.  Cr.  8vt>.  6s. 

THE  BLACK  SPANIEL.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  CALL  OF  THE  BLOOU.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

BARBARY  SHEEP.    Second  Edition.    Cr. 

THE"  DWELLER  ON  THE  THRES- 
HOLD. Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

Hope  (Anthony).     THE  GOD   IN  THE 

CAR.     Eleventh  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.  Sixth  Edition.  Cr. 
Zvo.  6s. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Seventh  Ed.  Cr.  &vo.  6s. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  AN- 
TONIO. Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  8va.  6s. 

PHROSO.  Illustrated.  Eighth  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Eighth  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

THE  KING'S  MIRROR.  Fijth  Edition. 
Cr.  %vo.  6s. 

OUISANTE.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

A  SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC.  Illus- 
trated. Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

TALES  OF  TWO  PEOPLE.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Zvo.  6s, 

THE  GREAT  MISS  DRIVER.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvf.  6s. 

MRS.  MAXON  PROTESTS.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8w.  6s. 

Hutten  (Baroness  von).  THE  HALO. 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


Hyne  (C.  J.  CutellfTe).  MR.  HOR- 
ROCKS,  PURSER.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.  6*. 

'Inner  Shrine'  (Author  of  the).  THE 
WILD  OLIVE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Zw. 
6s. 

Jacobs    (W.    W.).      MANY    CARGOES. 

Thirty-second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     3*.  6d. 
SEA  URCHINS.     Sixteenth  Edition.      Cr. 

Zvo.     3-r.  6d. 
A    MASTER    OF    CRAFT.         Illustrated. 

Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     3*.  6d. 
LIGHT  FREIGHTS.     Illustrated.    Eighth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     31.  (>ii. 
THE    SKIPPER'S    WOOING.       Eleventh 

Edition.     Cr.  Sva.     31.  6d. 
AT  SUNWICH  PORT.     Illustrated.    Tenth 

Edition.    Cr.  &vo.     y.  6d. 
DIALSTONE  LANE.    Illustrated.     Eighth 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     $s.  6d. 
ODD  CRAFT.    Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.      y.  6d. 
THE  LADY  OF  THE  BARGE.     Illustrated. 

Ninth  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    3*.  6d. 
SALTHAVEN.    Illustrated.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 
SAILORS'     KNOTS.      Illustrated.      Fifth 

Edition,     Cr.   &vo.     3*.  6d. 
SHORT   CRUISES.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 

Zvo.     ST.  6d. 

James  (Henry).    THE  GOLDEN  BOWL. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE    FINER    GRAIN.       Third  Edition. 

Cr.  tvo.    6s. 

Lo  Queux  (William).  THE  HUNCH  BACK 

OF   WESTMINSTER.       Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svtf.     6s. 
THE    CLOSED    BOOK.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE    VALLEY     OF     THE     SHADOW. 

Illustrated.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
BEH  I  N  D  THE  THRONE.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  &va.    6s. 

London  (Jack).  WHITE  FANG.  Eighth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Lucas  (E.  V.).    LISTENER'S  LURE  ;  AN 

OBLIQUB    NARRATION.      Eighth    Edition. 

Fcap.  %vo.    5$. 
OVER    BEMERTON'S:    AN    EASY-GOING 

CHRONICLE.    Ninth  Edition.    Feat  Svo.    ss 
MR.   INGLESIDE.     Eighth  Edition.     Cr. 

%vo.  6s. 

Lyall  (Edna).  DERRICK  VAUGHAN 
NOVELIST.  44tA  Thousand.  Cr.  &vo. 


Macnaughtan  (S.).  THE  FORTUNE  OF 
CHRISTINA  M'NAB.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

PETER  AND  JANE.  Fourth  Editit*. 
Cr.  9vff.  6t. 
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Malet  (Lucas%  COLONEL  ENDERBY'S 
WIFE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6*. 

THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Sixteenth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  CARISSIMA.     Fifth  Ed.    Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  SIR  RICHARD 
CALMADY.  Ninth  Edition.  Cr.  &vo. 
ss.  net. 

Mann   (Mrs.    M.    E.).      THE     PARISH 

NURSE,    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  8i>o.    6s. 

A  SHEAF   OF    CORN.      Second   Edition. 

THE  HEART-SMITER.    Second  Edition. 

AVENGING  CHILDREN.  Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
ASTRAY   IN  ARCADY.    Second  Edition. 

THERE  WAS  A  WIDOW.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Marsh  (Richard).  THE  COWARD  BE- 
HIND THE  CURTAIN.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  SURPRISING  HUSBAND.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LIVE  MEN'S  SHOES.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  &vo.  6s. 

Marshall  (Archibald).    MANY  JUNES. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE    SQUIRE'S     DAUGHTER.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  ELDEST  SON.    Third  Edition.    Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.).  CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated.  Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  Ivo. 
as.  net. 

Maxwell  (W.  B.).    VIVIEN.     Tenth  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

THE  RAGGED  MESSENGER.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

FABULOUS  FANCIES.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

THE  GUARDED  FLAME.  Seventh  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

ODD  LENGTHS.    Second  Ed.   Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

HILL  RISE,    fourth  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

THE  COUNTESS  OF  MAYBURY:  BE- 
TWEEN You  AND  I.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
fvn.  6s. 

THE  REST  CURE.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
Svj.  6s. 

Meade  (L.  T-).    DRIFT.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.      6s. 

RESURGAM.    Second  Edition.  Cr.  tve.  6s. 
VICTORY.    Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.    Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    y.  6d. 
HEPSY    GIPSY.       Illustrated.        Cr.    Zvo. 

2J.  6d. 
THE    HONOURABLE   MISS:   A    STORY 

OP  AN  OI.D-KASHIONKD  TOWN.     Illustrated. 

Second  Edition,    Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d, 


Mitford  (Bertram).  THE  SIGN  OF  THE 
SPIDER.  Illustrated.  Seventh  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  y.  6d. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.).  THE  RED  GRANGE. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  &vo. 
y.  6d. 

Montague  (C.  E.).  A  HIND  LET 
LOOSE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

Morrison  (Arthur).      TALES  OF  MEAN 

STREETS.    Seventh  Edition.  Cr.  8t>a.   6s. 

A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.    Sixth  Edition. 

THE  HOLE  iN  THE  WALL.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.   Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
DIVERS  VANITIES.    Cr.  too.    6s. 

Nesbit  (E.),  (Mrs.  H.  Bland).  THE  RED 
HOUSE.  Illustrated.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

DORMANT.   Second  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

Ollivant  (Alfred).  OWD  BOB,  THE 
GREY  DOG  OF  KENMUIR.  With  a 
Frontispiece.  Eleventh  Ed.  Cr.  &vo.  6s. 

THE  TAMING  OF  JOHN  BLUNT. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  &vo.  6s. 

Onions  (Oliver).  GOOD  BOY  SELDOM  : 
A  ROMANCE  OF  ADVERTISEMENT.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).   MASTER  OF 

MEN.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE    MISSING    DELORA.      Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  &vo.    6s. 

Orezy  (Baroness).  FIRE  IN  STUBBLE. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Oxenham    (John).      A    WEAVER    OF 

WEUS.   Illustrated.   Fifth  Ed.    Cr.Svo.  dr. 
THE  GATE  OF  THE  DESERT.     Eighth 

Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    2*.  net. 
PROFIT    AND    LOSS.      fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  LONG  ROAD.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr. 

8vo.    6s. 
THE     SONG      OF      HYACINTH,     AND 

OTHER  STORIES.      Second  Edition.      Cr. 

MY  LADY  OF  SHADOWS,  fourth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

LAURISTONS.  fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too. 
6s. 

THE  COIL  OF  CARNE.  Sixth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Pain  (Barry).  THE  EXILES  OF  FALOO. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Parker  (Gilbert).    PIERRE  AND  HIS 

PEOPLE.     Seventh  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
MRS.   FALCHION.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr. 

THE'   TRANSLATION    OF  A  SAVAGE. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo     6t. 
THE  TRAIL  OF  THE    SWORD.      Illu*- 

tratcd.     Tenth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.  .  6s. 


FICTION 


WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  : 
The  Story  of  a  Lost  Napoleon.  Seventh 
Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH. 
The  Last  Adventures  of  '  Pretty  Pierre.' 
Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.  Illus- 
trated. Seventeenth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG:  a 
Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.  Illustrated. 
Seventh  Edition,  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  POMP  OF  THE  LAVILETTES. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

NORTHERN  LIGHTS.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 


Pasture    (Mrs.    Henry  de  la).     THE 

TYRANT.   Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 


Pemberton  (Max).  THE  FOOTSTEPS 
OF  A  THRONE.  Illustrated.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

I  CROWN  THEE  KING.     Illustrated.    Cr. 

LOVE  THE  HARVESTER:  A  STORY  OF 
THE  SHIRES.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  3*.  6d. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  GREEN 
HEART.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

Perrln  (Alice).  THE  CHARM.  Fifth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Phlllpotts  (Eden).    LYING  PROPHETS. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST.    Sixth  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE  HUMAN  BOY.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

Seventh  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
SONS    OF    THE    MORNING.       Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  RIVER.  Fourth  Edition.   Cr.  Svo.   6s. 
THE  AMERICAN   PRISONER.     Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  SECRET  WOMAN.    Fourth  Editio*. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
KNOCK  AT  A  VENTURE.   Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  PORTREEVE.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr. 

Svo.    6s. 
THE  POACHER'S  WIFE.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  STRIKING  HOURS.  Second  Edition. 

DEMETOR'S      DAUGHTER.  Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6t. 

PIckthall  (Marmaduke).  SAID  THE 
FISHERMAN.  Eighth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
6s. 

•Q'  (A.  T.  Qulllep  Couch).    THE  WHITE 

WOLF.     Second  Editinn.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY.    Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.    6s. 


MERRY-GARDEN   AND   OTHER    STORIES. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s 
MAJOR   VIGOUREUX.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

Ridge  (W.  Pett).    ERB.    Second  Edition. 

A  SON^OF  THE  STATE.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    y.  6d. 

A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS.    Cr.  Zvo.   y.  6d. 
MRS.  GALER'S  BUSINESS.      Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
THE    WICKHAMSES.     Fourth    Edition. 

NAME*"OF  'GARLAND.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
SPLENDID  BROTHER.    Fourth  Edition. 

NINE  TO  SIX-THIRTY.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
THANKS    TO     SANDERSON.       Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    ts. 

Robins  (Elizabeth).     THE   CONVERT. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 


Russell    (W.    Clark).       MY    DANISH 

SWEETHEART.    Illustrated.    Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6*. 
HIS    ISLAND    PRINCESS.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
ABANDONED.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
MASTER    ROCKAFELLAR'S    VOYAGE. 

Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  y.  6d. 

Sidgwlck  (Mrs.  Alfred).     THE   KINS- 

MAN.     Illustrated.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 
Zvo.    6t. 
THE    SEVERINS.      Sixth  Edition.      Cr. 

TnT  LANTERN-BEARERS.      Third  Ed. 

ANTHEA'S  GUEST.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 

Somerville  (E.  (E.)  and  Ross  (Martin). 
DAN  RUSSEL  THE  FOX.  Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6t. 

Thurston  (E.  Temple).  MIRAGE.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6*. 

Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott).  TWISTED 
EGLANTINE.  Illustrated.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

THE   HIGH  TOBY.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 

THE'  PRIVATEERS.     Illustrated.    Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
ALISE  OF  ASTRA.     Third  Edition.    Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 

Webllng  (Peggy).  THE  STORY  OF 
VIRGINIA  PERFECT.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  MIRTH.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
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Weyman  (Stanley).  UNDER  THE  RED 
ROBE.  Illustrated.  Twenty-third  Edition. 
Cr.  8»0.  6t. 

Whltby  (Beatrice).  ROSAMUND.  Stcond 
Edition,  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 


Williamson  (C.  N.  and  A.  MO-  THE 
LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR:  The 
Strange  Adventures  of  a  Motor  Car.  Illus- 
trated. Seventeenth  Edition.  Cr.  &vo. 
6s.  Also  Cr.  Svo.  is.  net. 

THE  PRINCESS  PASSES  :  A  Romance  of 
a  Motor.  Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

MY  FRIEND  THE  CHAUFFEUR.  Illus- 
trated. Twelfth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  vs. 
net. 

LADY  BETTY  ACROSS  THE  WATER. 
Eleventh  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  61. 


THE    CAR    OF    DESTINY    AND    ITS 

ERRAND  IN  SPAIN.    Illustrated.    Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  &vo.     6s. 
THE    BOTOR   CHAPERON.     Illustrated. 

Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  6vo.    6s. 
SCARLET  RUNNER.    Illustrated.     Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
SET    IN    SILVER.      Illustrated.      Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
LORD   LOVELAND   DISCOVERS 

AMERICA.    Second  Edition.   Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE  GOLDEN  SILENCE.    Sixth  Edition. 

THE  GUESTS  OF  HERCULES.  Cr.  Kro. 
6s. 

Wyllarde  (Dolf).  THE  PATHWAY  OF 
THE  PIONEER  (Nous  Autres).  Sixth 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  UNOFFICIAL  HONEYMOON. 
Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  £vo.  6t. 


Methuen's  Two-Shilling  Novels. 

Cr.  &vo.    2s.  net. 


THE  GATE  OF  THE  DESERT.    John  Oxenham. 
THB  SEVER: NS.    Mrs.  Alfred  Si Jg wick. 
CLEMENTINA.    A.  £.  W.  Mason. 


THE  PRINCESS  VIRGINIA.    C.  N.  and  A.  M. 

Williamson. 
COLONEL  ENDERBY'S  WIFE.    Lucas  Malct. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 

Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.     31.  6d. 


CROSS  AND  DAGGER.     The  Crusade  of  the 
Children,  izia.    W.  Scott  Durrant. 


THK  GETTING  WELL  OF  DOROTHY. 
W.  K.  Clifford. 


Mrs. 


ONLY   A    GUARD-ROOM   DOG. 
Cuthell. 


Edith    E. 


MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOYAGE.    W.  Clark 
RusselL 


SYD   BELTON  :     The    Boy  who    would   not 
go  to  Sea.     G.  Manville  Fenn. 

THE  RED  GRANGE.    Mrs.  Molesworth. 
A  GIRL  OF  TUB  PEOPLE.    L.  T.  Meade. 
HEPSY  GIPSY.     L,  T.  Meade.    as.  6d. 
THE  HONOURABLE  Miss.    L.  T.  Meade. 

THERE  WAS  ONCB  A  FRINCE.     Mrs.  M.  E. 
Mann. 


Methuen's  Shilling  Novels. 


JANB.    Marie  Corelli. 

UNDER  THB  RED  ROBB.   Stanley  J.  Weyman. 

LADY  BETTY  ACROSS  THB  WATER.    C.  N. 
ft  A.  M.  Williamson. 


MIRAGB.    E.  Temple  Thurston. 
VIRGINIA  PERFECT.    Peggy  Webling. 
SPANISH  GOLD.    G.  A.  Birmingham. 
BAMARY   SHBBP.    Robtrt  Hichena. 


FICTION 
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The  Novels  of  Alexandra  Dumas. 

Medium  %vo.     Price  6d.     Double  Volumes,  it. 

LEONE-LKONA. 

Louisa  DB  LA  VALUERS.    (Double  volume.) 

THB  MAN   IN   THB   IRON  MASK.    (Double 


ACTE. 

THB  ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  PAMPHILB. 

AMAURY. 

THB  BIRD  OF  FATB. 

THB  BLACK  TULIP. 

THB  CASTLB  or  EPPSTEIN. 

CATHERINE  BLUM. 

CECILE. 

THB  CHATELET. 

THE   CHEVALIER    D'HARMENTAL.     (Double 

volume.) 

CHICOT  THK  JESTBX. 
CHICOT  REDIVIVUS. 
THE  COMTB  DE  MONTGOMMERY. 
CONSCIENCE. 
THE  CONVICT'S  SON. 

THE  CORSICAN   BROTHERS;   and  OTHO  THE 
ARCHER. 

CROP-EARED  JACQUOT. 
DOM  GORENFLOT. 
THE  Due  D'ANJOU. 
THE  FATAL  COMBAT. 
THB  FENCING  MASTER. 
FERNANDB. 
GABRIEL  LAMBERT. 
GEORGES. 

THE  GREAT  MASSACRE. 
HENRI  DB  NAVARRE. 
HELENS  DB  CHAVERNT. 
THE  HOROSCOPE. 


volume.) 
MAtTRB  ADAM. 
THB  MOUTH  OF  HELL. 
NANON.    (Double  volume.) 
OLYMPIA. 

PAULINE  ;  PASCAL  BRUNO  ;  and  BONTEKOB. 
PERE  LA  RUINE. 
THE  PORTE  SAINT-ANTOINB. 
THE  PRINCB  OF  THIEVES. 
THE  REMINISCENCES  OF  ANTONT. 
ST.  QUENTIN. 
ROBIN  HOOD. 
SAMUEL  GELB. 

THB  SNOWBALL  AND  THB  SULTANETTA, 
SYLVANDIRE. 

THE  TAKING  OF  CALAIS. 
TALES  OF  THE  SUPERNATURAL. 
TALES  OF  STRANGE  ADVENTURE. 
TALES  OF  TERROR. 
THB  THREE  MUSKETEERS.  (Double  volume.) 

TOURNKY  OF   THE  RuE  ST.   ANTOINB. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  NANTES. 

TWENTY  YEARS  AFTER.    (Double  volume.) 

THE  WILD-DUCK  SHOOTER. 

THB  WOLF-LEADER. 


Methuen's  Sixpenny  Books. 

Medium  &vo. 


Albanesl    (E.   Maria).     LOVE    AND 

LOUISA. 

I   KNOW  A  MAIDEN. 

THE  BLUNDER  OF  AN  INNOCENT. 

PETER  A  PARASITE. 

Anstey  (P.).    A  BAYARD  OF  BENGAL. 
Austen  (J.).   PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE. 

Bagot  (Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 
CASTING  OF  NETS. 
DONNA  DIANA. 


Balfour  (Andrew). 
SWORD. 


BY    STROKE    OF 


Baring-Gould  (S.).    FURZE  BLOOM. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA. 

KITTY  ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE  BROOM  SQUIRE. 

IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA. 

NOEMI. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.    Illustrated. 

LITTLE  TU'PENNY. 

WINEFRED. 

THE  FROBISHERS. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE. 

ARMINELL. 

BLADYS  OF   THE  STEWPONKT. 

CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS. 
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Barr  (Robert).    JENNIE  BAXTER. 
IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY. 

Benson  (E.  P.).    DODO. 
THE  VINTAGE. 

Bronte  (Charlotte).    SHIRLEY. 

Brownell   (C.   L.).     THE    HEART    OF 
JAPAN. 

Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).    ACROSS    THE 
SALT  SEAS. 

Caffyn  (Mrs.).    ANNE  MAULEVERER. 

Capes    (Bernard).      THE    LAKE    OF 
WINE. 

THE  GREAT  SKENE  MYSTERY. 

Clifford   (Mrs.  W.    K.).     A  FLASH  OF 

SUMMER. 
MRS.  KEITH'S  CRIME. 

Corbett    (Julian).     A     BUSINESS     IN 
GREAT  WATERS. 

Croker  (Mrs.  B.  M.).    ANGEL. 
A  STATE  SECRET. 
PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS. 
JOHANNA. 

Dante    (Alighieri).     THE    DIVINE 

COMEDY  (Gary). 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).    ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP. 

Duncan     (Sara   Jeannette).     THOSE 
DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS. 

Eliot    (George).    THE  MILL  ON  THE 
FLOSS. 

Findlater    (Jane    H.)-      THE    GREEN 
GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 

Gallon  (Tom).    RICKERBY'S  FOLLY. 

Gaskell  (Mrs.).    CRANFORD. 
MARY  BARTON. 
NORTH  AND  SOUTH. 

Gerard   (Dorothea).      HOLY    MATRI- 
MONY. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  LONDON. 
MADE  OF  MONEY. 

Gisslng  (G.).   THE  TOWN  TRAVELLER. 
THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE. 


Glanville    (Ernest).     THE    INCA'S 
TREASURE. 

THE  KLOOF  BRIDE. 

Gleig  (Charles).    BUNTER'S  CRUISE. 

Grimm     (The    Brothers).       GRIMM'S 
FAIRY  TALES. 

Hope  (Anthony).    A  MAN  OF  MARK. 
A  CHANGE  OF  AIR. 

THE    CHRONICLES    OF   COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 
THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES. 

Hornung  (E.  W.).     DEAD  MEN  TELL 
NO  TALES. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  C-).    PRINCE  RUPERT  THE 
BUCCANEER. 

Ingraham  (3.  H.).    THE  THRONE  OF 
DAVID. 

Le    Queux   (W.).     THE   HUNCHBACK 

OF  WESTMINSTER. 
THE  CROOKED  WAY. 
•THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  SHADOW. 

Levett- Yeats  (S.  K.).    THE  TRAITOR'S 
WAY. 

ORRAIN. 

Linton   (E.    Lynn).     THE  TRUE   HIS- 
TORY OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON. 

Lyall  (Edna).    DERRICK  VAUGHAN. 

Malet  (Lucas).    THE  CARISSIMA. 
A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION. 

Mann    (Mrs.    M.    E.).      MRS.    PETER 

HOWARD. 
A  LOST  ESTATE. 

THE  CEDAR  STAR.  .    < 

ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDENS. 
THE  PATTEN  EXPERIMENT. 
A  WINTER'S  TALE. 

Marchmont   (A.  W.).     MISER   HOAD- 

LEY'S  SECRET. 
A  MOMENT'S  ERROR. 

Marryat  (Captain).    PETER  SIMPLE. 
JACOB  FAITHFUL. 

March  (Richard).  A  METAMORPHOSIS. 
THE  TWICKENHAM  PEERAGE. 
THE  GODDESS. 
THE  JOSS, 


FICTION 


Mason  (A.  E.  W.).    CLEMENTINA. 

Mathers  (Helen).    HONEY. 
GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM'S  SWEETHEART. 
THE  FERRYMAN. 

Meade  (Mrs.  L.  T.).    DRIFT. 
Miller  (Esther).    LIVING  LIES. 

Mitford  (Bertram).  THE  SIGN  OF  THE 
SPIDER. 

Montresor  (F.  F.).    THE  ALIEN. 

Morrison   (Arthur).     THE    HOLE    IN 
THE  WALL. 

Nesblt  (E.).    THE  RED  HOUSE. 

Norris  (W.  E.).    HIS  GRACE. 

GILES  INGILBY. 

THE  CREDIT  OF  THE  COUNTY. 

LORD  LEONARD  THE  LUCKLESS. 

MATTHEW  AUSTEN. 

CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 

Ollphant  (Mrs.).    THE  LADY'S  WALK. 

SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE. 

THE  PRODIGALS. 

THE  TWO  MARYS. 

Oppenhelm  (E.  P.).    MASTER  OF  MEN. 

Parker  (Gilbert).    THE  POMP  OF  THE 

LAVILETTES. 

WHENVALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC. 
THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD. 

Pemberton   (Max).    THE   FOOTSTEPS 

OF  A  THRONE. 
I  CROWN  THEE  KING. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).    THE  HUMAN  BOY. 
CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST. 
THE  POACHER'S  WIFE, 
THE  RIVER. 


•Q'    (A.    T.    Qulller   Couch). 
WHITE  WOLF. 
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Ridge  (W.  Pett).  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE. 

LOST  PROPERTY. 

GEORGE  and  THE  GENERAL. 

A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS. 

ERB. 

Russell  (W.  Clark).    ABANDONED. 
A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA. 
MY  DANISH  SWEETHEART. 
HIS  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 

Sergeant  (Adeline).    THE  MASTER  OF 
BEECHWOOD. 

BALBARA'S  MONEY. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME. 

SIdgwiek  (Mrs.   Alfred).    THE   KINS- 

MAN. 

Surtees  (R.  S.).    HANDLEY  CROSS. 
MR.  SPONGE'S  SPORTING  TOUR. 
ASK  MAMMA. 

Walford  (Mrs.  L.  B.).    MR.  SMITH, 

COUSINS: 

THE  BABY'S  GRANDMOTHER. 

TROUBLESOME  DAUGHTERS. 

Wallace  (General  Lew).    BEN-HUR. 
THE  FAIR  GOD. 

Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott).    THE  ADVEN- 
TURERS. 
CAPTAIN  FORTUNE. 

Weekes  (A.  B.).    PRISONERS  OF  WAR. 
Wells  (H.  G.).    THE  SEA  LADY. 

Whitby  (Beatrice).    THE  RESULT  OF 
AN  ACCIDENT. 


A   PASSIONATE   PIL- 
Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.).    PAPA, 


White  (Percy). 
GRIM. 
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Books  for  Travellers. 

Crown  &vo.    6s.  each. 

.a«3  I  /maa 

Each  volume  contains  a  number  of  Illustrations  in  Colour 


A  WANDERER  IN  PARIS.    E.  V.  Lucas. 
A  WANDERER  IN  HOLLAND.    E.  V.  Lucas. 
A  WANDERER  IN  LONDON.    E.  V.  Lucas. 
THK  NORFOLK  BROADS.    W.  A.  Dutt. 
THB  NEW  FOREST.    Horace  G.  Hutcbinson. 
NAPLES.    Arthur  H.  Norway. 
THE  CITIES  or  UMHRIA.     Edward  Hutton. 
THE  CITIES  or  SPAIN.    Edward  Hutton. 

FLORENCE  AND  THK  CITIES  OF  NORTHERN 
TUSCANY,  WITH  GENOA.     Edward  Hutton. 

ROME.    Edward  Hutton. 

VENICE  AND  VENETIA.    Edward  Hutton. 


THE  BRETONS  AT  HOME.     F.  M.  Gostling. 

THE  LAND  OF  PARDONS  (Brittany).    Anatolt 
Le  Braz. 

A  BOOK  OF  THE  RHINE.      S.  Baring- Gould. 
THE  NAPLES  RIVIERA.    H.  M.  Vaughan. 
DAYS  IN  CORNWALL.    C.  Lewis  Hind. 

THROUGH  EAST  ANGLIA  IN  A  MOTOR  CAR. 
J.  E.  Vincent. 

THB  SKIRTS  OF  THK  GREAT  CITY.     Mrs.  A. 
G.  Bell. 

ROUND  ABOUT  WILTSHIRE.     A.  G.  Bradley. 

SCOTLAND  OK  TO-DAY.    T.  F.  Henderson  and 
Francis  Watt. 

NORWAY  AND  ITS  FJORDS.    M.  A.  Wyllie. 


Some  Books  on  Art. 


ART  AND  LIFE.  T.  Storge  Moore.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  &vo.  $t.  net. 

AIMS  AND  IDEALS  IN  ART.  George  Clausen. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Large  J'ost 
Bvo.  st.  ntt. 

Six  LECTURES  ON  PAINTING.  George  Clausen. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Large  Pott 
6ve.  y.  6d.  net. 

FRANCESCO  GUARDI,  1718-1793.  G.  A. 
Simonson.  Illustrated.  Imperial  4*0. 
£z  at.  net. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THB  BOOK  OF  JOB. 
William  Blake.  Quarto.  £i  if.  Met. 

JOHN  LUCAS,  PORTRAIT  PAINTER,  1828-1874. 
Arthur  Lucas.  Illustrated.  Imperial  +to. 
£3  3».  Met. 

ONE  HUNDRED  MASTERPIECES  OF  PAINTING. 
With  an  Introduction  by  R.  C.  Witt.  Illus- 
trated. Second  Edition.  Demj/Zve.  lot.dd. 
net. 


ONE  HUNDRED  MASTERPIECES  OF  SCULPTURE. 
With  an  Introduction  by  G.  F.  Hill.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  Svo.  tot.  6d,  net. 

A  ROMNEY  FOLIO.  With  an  Essay  by  A.  B. 
Chamberlain.  Imperial  Folio.  £1$  i$t. 
net. 

THE  SAINTS  IN  ART.  Margaret  E.  Tabor. 
Illustrated.  Fcap.  8vo.  3j.  6J.  Met. 

SCHOOLS  OF  PAINTING.  Mary  Innes.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  Zvo.  5.?.  net. 

THE  POST  IMPRESSIONISTS.  C  Lewis  Hind. 
Illustrated.  Royal  &vo.  ^t.  6J.  Met. 

CELTIC  ART  IN  PAGAN  AND  CHRISTIAN  TIMES. 
J.  R.  Allen.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.  jt.  6d.  Met. 

"  CLASSICS  OF  ART."    See  page  14. 
"  THE  CONNOISSEUR'S  LIBRARY."  See  page  14. 
"  LITTLE  BOOKS  ON  ART."    See  page  17. 
"THE  LITTLE  GALLERIES."    See  page  17. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Some  Books  on  Italy. 


A  HISTORY  OF  MILAN  UNDER  THB  SFORZA. 

Cecilia  M.  Ady.     Illustrated.     Demy  Zvo. 

icxr.  (xi.  net. 
A    HISTORY   OF   VERONA.       A.    M.    Allen. 

Illustrated.     Demy  Zvo.     12*.  6d.  net. 
A  HISTORY  OF  PERUGIA.    William  Heywood. 

Illustrated.    Demy  Zve.    IM.  6d.  net. 
THE  LAKES  OF  NORTHERN  ITALY.    Richard 

Bagot.     Illustrated.     Fcap.  Zvo.     5*.  net. 
WOMAN  IN  ITALY.    W.  Boulting.    Illustrated. 

Demy  Zvo.     xor.  6d.  net. 
OLD  ETRURIA  AND  MODERN  TUSCANY.    Mary 

L.  Cameron.    ^Illustrated.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s.  net. 
FLORENCE  AND  THE  CITIES  OF  NORTHERN 

TUSCANY,  WITH  GENOA.    Edward  Hutton. 

Illustrated.    Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
SIENA  AND  SOUTHERN  TUSCANY.      Edward 

Hutton.        Illustrated.       Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
IN  UNKNOWN  TUSCANY.      Edward  Hutton. 

Illustrated.      Second  Edition.      Demy  Zvo. 

^s.  6d.  net. 
VENICE   AND   VENETIA.       Edward  Hutton. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
VENICE  ON  FOOT.   H.  A.  Douglas.   Illustrated. 

Fcap.  Zv o.     $s.  net. 
VENICE    AND    HER    TREASURES.        H.    A. 

Douglas.     Illustrated.     Fcap.  Zvo.    5.1.  net. 

FLORENCE  :  Her  History  and  Art  to  the  Fall 
of  the  Republic.  F.  A.  Hyett.  Demy  Zvo. 
js.  (>d.  net. 

FLORENCE  AND  HER  TREASURES.  H.  M. 
Vaughan.  Illustrated.  Fcap.  Zvo.  5.1.  net. 

COUNTRY  WALKS  ABOUT  FLORENCE.  Edward 
Hutton.  Illustrated.  Fcap.  Zvo.  5.1-.  net. 

NAPLES  :  Past  and  Present.  A.  H.  Norway. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  NAPLES  RIVIERA.  H.  M.  Vaughan. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 


SICILY  :   The  New  Winter  Resort.     Douglas 

Sladen.     Illustrated.    Second  Edition.    Cr. 

Zvo.    ST.  net. 
SICILY.     F.  H.  Jackson.     Illustrated.     Small 

Pott  Zvo.    Cloth,  zs.  6d.  net;  leather,  y.  6d. 

net. 
ROME.    Edward  Hutton.     Illustrated.    Second 

Edition,     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
A    ROMAN    PILGRIMAGE.      R.    E.    Roberts. 

Illustrated.    Demy  Zvo.     icxr.  6d.  net. 
ROME.     C.  G.  Ellaby.      Illustrated.      Small 

Pott  Zvo.    Cloth,  zs.  6d.  net;  leather,  y.  6d. 

net. 
THE  CITIES  OF   UMBRIA.     Edward  Hutton. 

Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
THE    LIVES     OF     S.    FRANCIS    OF    ASSIST. 

Brother  Thomas  of  Celano.     Cr.  Zvo.     5*. 

net. 
LORENZO   THK    MAGNIFICENT.       E.    L.    S. 

Horsburgh.     Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 

Demy  Zvo.     15^.  net. 
GIROLAMO  SAVONAROLA.   E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.     5*.  net. 
ST.  CATHERINE  OF  SIENA  AND  HER  TIMES. 

By  the  Author  of"  Mdlle  Mori."   Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     7*.  6d.  net. 
DANTE  AND  HIS  ITALY.       Lonsdale  Ragg. 

Illustrated.     Demy  Zvo.     I2J.  6d.  net. 
DANTE    ALIGHIERI  :    His    Life    and   Works. 

Paget  Toynbee.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.    S.T. 

net. 

THE  MEDICI  POPES.    H.  M.  Vaughan.    Illus- 
trated.   Demy  Zvo.     15*.  net. 
SHELLEY  AND  His  FRIENDS  IN  ITALY.     Helen 

R.  Angeli.    Illustrated.    Demy  Zvo.    xor.  6d. 

net. 
HOME  LIFE  IN  ITALY.      Lina  Duff  Gordon. 

Illustrated.      Second  Edition.      Demy  ZTO. 

icxr.  dd.  net. 
SKIES  ITALIAN  :  A  Little  Breviary  for  Travellers 

in  Italy.    Ruth  S.  Phelps.     Fcap.  Zvo.     y. 

net. 
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